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PLUTUS ADONIS. 



CHAPTER I. 

DORCAS. 

Two Imndred brown and white cottages scattered 
broadcast on tbe green hill-side ; here and there 
substantial farmsteads, more flourishing than 
picturesque, grouped at a respectful distance 
around the Great House, Squire Boulting's big, 
many-windowed dwelling. A grand old minster 
ch-urch, a densely populated rookery, a narrow, 
half -hidden gorge, cleaving the limestone rock 
asunder, and winding steeply upwards. This waa 
the dimly-remembered, fondly cherished home 
.prospect, on which Eunice gazed curiously, her 
head well thrust out beyond the leather hood of 
her father's rumbling carriage. 

Here on the heights the snow had fallen lesa 
thickly, or falling, had been whirled away into the 
numerous concealed hollows. Clumps of ever* 
green shubbery contrasted with the dark leafless 
jcoppices; green patches smiled through the 
sparkling white crystals; a prettier Christmas 
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"welcome no girl coining from dingy Tower Street 
conld have desired. 

Every moment some new yet old attraction 
greeted the exiled daughter, and brought joyful 
tears to her eyes. This was Broad Easton, the 
place of her birth ; there, high above all others, 
stood her home, her father's house, dominating 
and protecting, beneath the shadow of God's 
beautiful dwelling. 

Those roughly hewn, massive gate pillars, those 
queer weather-mutilated armorial devices — she re- 
cognised and loved them all. 

But whither was Saint taking her — to the yard, 
the back door ? Stupid, tiresome man I Sneak- 
ing into the house like a servant, nobody rushing 
to kiss and cry over her, all the glory of this 
wonderful day would be gone. 

Bomance and affection put Aunt Anne's pro- 
priety precepts to flight, and a vigorous poke 
from the ferrule of his young lady's umbrella, made 
the old coachman puU up his horses with a 
smothered growl, happily too indistinct to be pro- 
fane. 

**Beggin' your pardon. Miss Tounisie, I 
couldn't do it, 'cept for the quality, Mr. Helyar 
an' the like. Cuts up my gravel it does, terrible; 
I'm none so fond of work as I used to was. Our 
back door is better than other folks' front one. 
You'll kindly put pride in your pocket." 
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'^ Indeed iio>'' she said, mucli annoyed,^ '^ take 
iihe carriage round; I shall walk." 

"And get wetched in the drift/' he told her with 
eheerfdl stolidity. **I thought so. Well, well, 
her troubles is yet to come, poor young lady. All 
the windows blinded; looks bad — ^very. We'll 
haye to grin an' bear it ; missy most be teached 
patience.'' * 

Missy meanwhile, plunging into the snow and 
out again, had gained the broad drive^ and 
mounted a flight of steps leading to the stone ter-* 
race. There she stood a moment trembling with 
haste and fear. Everything was so still and 
strange, so shut up and unfriendly. She tried to 
open the ponderous nailed door, and started at the 
discordant cry of a peacock, sunning himself on 
one of the balustrades. This degenerate " Bob " 
could not be expected to know her; yet she felt her 
courage fail, and in desperation rung a loud peal, 
which echoed through a silent house, and sent the 
ungracious bird scuttling off across the glistening 
lawn in most ungainly fashion. 

The church clock hard by struck eleven, every 
stroke deep as a knell. Could her invalid mother 
be dead? She dared not ring a secoud time, and 
presently heard the drawing back of bolts, and 
turning of a key. With much fumbling and ado, 
the door opened at last, was held ajar ; a very 
youthful muslin-capped head looked forth, the 
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large light blue eyes curiously grave. A new maid 
in process of training, thoroughly rustic from her 
puffed blowsy cheeks and bare red arms, to the 
black worsted stockings and shoes of grey list 
appearing beneath very short linsey petticoats. 

^'And if you please, miss, would you call 
another day,'* she said under her breath, rapidly 
repeating her lesson. " Miss Judy she's not to be 
spoke with, an' the mistress just dropped off, an' 
the master abed, upsetted to that degree Oh, 
goodness ! I wasn't to answer no questions. I'll 
never remember the half of it. There's nobody 
to home, leastways convenient ; an' cook says the 
oven won't wait. I'm forbid to let anybody in, 
gentle nor simple, if you please." 

"Am I not expected?" asked Eunice quickly. 
"Where is my sister? I must see my mother; I 
am"— 

" Not Miss Carol's twin ! " cried Tryphosa in 
her natural voice, wonder getting the better of 
caution. " 'Tisn't likely, excuse me, miss ; you've 
noways the family look, nor am in the family car- 
riage, which old Mr. Saint drove off last Sunday, 
an' I took the best copper warming-pan to Miss 
Eunice's bed myself, cook standing over me an' 
worritting. But though I'm three days in my 
place, an' not so sharp as some, mother says I'll 
get on, give me time an' a good word ; 'tis the 
master frights me. Mebbe she won't come at all. 
Hiss Eunice, an' for certain not afoot ; an' what to 
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do without orders ; I daren't let visitors in. If 
you want Miss Carol you might seek her. She 
will be at her diversions. Along the terrace, past 
the water-trough. Tes, miss, you can't go wrong ; 
that's cook's step. I shall catch it for making 
noises an' disturbin' the mistress. Twenty 
hundred things to mind! I doubt 111 be sent 
home to my mother, if I don't shut the door quiet 
this minute." 

She did it awkwardly, with a bang. 

Eunice, left on the terrace without, uncertain 
whether to laugh or cry, waited a moment, and 
then took the path pointed out to her, stopping 
beside the dripping fountain, a very child in spite 
of her eighteen years. How crystal clear the 
amber water lay in the brown trough; how 
strange the face meeting hers, as she bent over 
the battered reservoir. She needed no guide, but 
walked on through the courtyard, past the stables, 
to the turf -house. 

Saint, busy about his horses, saw her, and grinned 
complacently. 

Pride is bound to have a fall, and missy was 
not yet at the bottom of the precipice. 
. The large wooden shed " mine boofler lady" looked 
into, though windowless, was not dark. Through 
many a crack and crevice the winter sunshine 
streaming, drew zigzag patterns on the rough 
timber walls and the moorland peats, stacked aU 
around or tumbled in heaps over the earthen floor* 
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A faint perf nme made tlie wanned air pleasant- 
Sanice stepped across the tkreshhold^ anMe deep 
in turf-dost, sofb and brown as coarse snuff, but not 
pungent. Shading her eyes with her hand, she 
could see more clearly the splendid branch of 
white tree coral, brought by Uncle Harold from 
Southern seas, and suspended still, as in her baby 
days, high on an iron hook in the roof. A broad 
shaft of golden light from the open door stretched 
right across the powdery bronze twilight, and 
showed Eunice her sister, standing beneath the 
coral bush, intent and eager. With her flaxen 
head thrown back, her white arms uncovered, and 
a h^rd square of dried peat in each brown hand^ 
Carol's charming face and figure might have dis- 
armed an artist. Eunice, modelled after Madame 
Rubelle's stereotyped pattern, noted only the ruby 
red dress, iU made and over trimmed, the flaming 
oheeks, the masculine attitude. 

'* Dorcas, appear ! '* 

And with the word up started the sandy head 
of a lad from behind the turf rampart at the &r 
end of the building. A bony, lean, freckled boy,, 
helmeted in Uncle Harold's cocked hat. 

Eunice recognised the sacred relic and burned 
mly, too astonished to move or speak as the peats^ 
well aimed, flew straight to the mark and lightly 
grazed the gold tassel. 

Down dropped Dorcas, vanishing on the instant. 
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'but before the small sharp shooter conld arm. 
again^ Eunice had sprang upon her. 

*' Carol, my darling — ^Eunice ! ** 

It was all the sisters could say between loving 
Msses, looking each at the other half-timidly, a 
little disappointed, self-conscious^ doubtful. 

*' You are really my own beautiful Carol— my 
own sister P*' 

Eunice, speaking first, held the smart little 
figure at arms length, criticising admiringly the 
blond head, the daisy face, the roughened hands, 
the objectionable flounces. No wonder that her 
eyes frowned, though she tried hard to smile. 

'* Who else should I be ? '^ laughed the country 
girl uneasily. ** One of the milkmaids, Matilda 
Mary, whose banns were published last Sunday ? 
The belle of the village is rose-red Matilda ; her 
farmer sweetheart thinks so, a friend of mine^ 
Thomas Tripp. Thank you, Eunice." 

She bobbed a little curtsey with saucy glee, and 
shook off her sister's detaining hand ; there were 
tears in the blue eyes. Only of late had Carol 
Boulting ever been found fault with. A spoiled 
ehild does not take kindly to such wholesome dis- 
mpline. Eunice's . healing kisses made sweet 
atonement. 

Side by side the two girls sat on a wooden block, 
country Carol's tongue prattling gaily. 

'' If I am a milkmaid, you, dearest DuchesSj^ are 
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just what Tim was sure yon would be — a 
quakeress, a priggee ; not a speck, or spot, or 
glimpse of colour about yon. As grand a lady as 
Aurelia Lisle, whom some folks rave about. But 
I love yon already. Yon may disapprove of me, I 
shall not care ; I have you at last. Never mind the 
turf dust, it is clean country dirt, it leaves no 
stain. Where hav^e you been ? How came you 
here ? We expected yon on Sunday. Papa has 
been invisible and poor mamma ill ever since, 
because of the order, you know, * Shut the door in 
her face — she is none of our flesh and blood. ^ It 
is true, you are quite different. I smell the town 
smoke in your hair ; how lovely it is — ^mine was 
never so thick and long. * Shut the door in her 
face ' — ^what a horrid welcome. I said papa did 
not mean it, and here you are.'* 

" Because no one else would let me in,'* ex- 
plained Eunice, taking from her sister's busy 
hands one by one a dozen dry peats, and piling 
the missiles neatly on the ground. ^^ These 
Bquares ate'' — 

"Eifle bullets,'' the other told her. "You 
caught me at my daily practice ; you, and not the 
noble Lord Dandy, luckily for me. Now you are 
blushing ; you have a tyrant of your own, I do 
believe. We must tell each other everything, 
darling Eunice. Little you guess the cantan* 
keronsness, the misery, the daily grind. What 
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^onld become of me without my boys — my target P 
Ah, I forgot him. He is deaf and blind, in the 
Sandwich Islands, buried in his books, till I give 
the signal, * Dorcas, appear ' " ! 

The cocked hat came into view again and re- 
mained motionless. Carol sprang from her seat, 
ran to the turf castle, overturned it, scattered a 
heap of books and papers in all directions, and 
dragged her brother Cliffe into the sunlight to be 
kissed and found wanting in his turn — ^the shy, 
-short-sighted scholar. 

" The family fool, poor fellow ; and looks it, 
doesn't he. Duchess ? Only sometimes folly turns 
out to be wisdom. You need not pity him, he is 
made of india-rubber, tough and untearable; 
nothing hurts his feelings or breaks his bones. 
The cherished wish of his heart is to be eaten 
alive, roasted, with bread fruit sauce. Ton are 
not to contradict me, Dorcas. I work hard to 
bring it about, like a loving sister ; but at present 
we prefer torturing you ourselves, papa and L 
Eunice has counted every cobweb on your jacket ; 
you may go back to your den, I shall not want 
you any more to-day, I have lost my nerve. I feel 
meek as a mouse and good for nothing ; my doom 
is sealed. A lord and a duchess, what chance has 
the field daisy? Cultivation, parterres, the garden 
rake. Tou must love me dearly, Eunice, my happy 
childhood is over.'* 
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*' I hope so," thought the graver sister, ** if 
these are yonr pleasures. You must never shoot 
again, dearest Carol,'* she insisted ; " it is '* — 

'* Not in the least dangerous, Eunice. Dorcas 
is as safe as Tell's son. Missionaries must be 
seasoned; for Cliffe's sake I decline to make 
promises. For a little while I am free ; we will 
go to your room. Tryphosa's obedience to orders 
will hardly incite her to shut me out. She has 
more than her share of honesty and no brains. I 
like her ; simpletons always possess hearts. It is 
a fancy of Judy's to train a couple of young girls, 
and as she pays them very little wages papa is 
well pleased. They stay till they are first-rate 
$eiTants and then bid their teacher good-morning. 
The process begins over again ; Judy gets a deal 
of painful pleasure, and her pupils still more 
profit. She is the family fag, and would be 
miserable without her drudges. You will find us 
out in time, Eunice. I don't suppose you will 
approve ; but I warn you we are not to be mended, 
we think all the world of ourselves and bolt 
foreigners out. This way — ^I and my troop of 
six never trouble the front door, for the best, I 
mean the worst of reasons. My lady's chamber," 
she said presently, turning into a dark gallery and 
throwing open a door at the end ; ^^ it is to be 
jours. It has a ghost, of course, such a nice one,, 
and if she pays you a visit don't be frightened, 
hurl your wet sponge at her, neither Bounce nor 
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Bully can gtand a shower bath at Christmas. 
Thej bear you a grudge^ the boys ; this room was 
their Bear Garden. You should have heard 
the howling when they were turned out. Tes, 
they all bear you a grudge, even Tartar Tim. I 
warn you, fight them ; do not show the white 
feather, or I pity you, your life will be a burden. 
Dear, xmruly fellows ! Judy packed them off one 
and all yesterday to some farmer cousins of her 
own, to give mamma a chance of sleep and keep 
papa from thrashing the whole six, the first thing 
on leaving his bed. You have to answer for much, 
Eunice. Where have you been ? *' 

Eunice told her adventures with more than one 
reservation. An indefinable feeling made her say 
nothing of Godwin Helyar and the part he had 
played Another time she would giv! fuU con- 
fidence and ask it in return. Her room, large, 
low, and with bow windows looking down the 
slopes to the moors, delighted her. The tapestry 
hangings, distressingly moth-eaten, the worm^ 
holed wainscot, the ceiling crossed with dark 
beams of oak, the parqueted floor — ^it was all like 
a book. In the day-*time a ghost would be welcome, 
at night — she shivered, all the more because 
QaroFs face reddened with strong feeling. 
** Nobody shall abuse my merry men,^' she cried ; 
^ not even you, Eunice. But— but — if you could 
make them like you, believe in you, and in good* 
ness, your goodness — only never show fear of 
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liying man or dead. Tartar Tim wants a friend 
so badly. They have had no chance, and though 
I talk stoutly I know that I cannot take them 
with me. There is a lock on your door/' she 
went on, merry again. « I had everything poUshed 
up and seen to. We dine at the uncomfortable 
hour of four, and are required to tidy ourselves, 
or, as you would put it, dress for dinner. That 
is a civilization of mamma's, and her smaUest 
wish is a law not to be broken. Papa comes 
down upon the offender in justice's wig and black 
cap. Ah ! if the mother could have lived amongst 
us, a working angel instead of a shut up one, we 
might all be different. Your belongings shall 
be brought to you, and some luncheon. I must 
go and break the news of your arrival. To coax 
papa and amuse mamma is my share of the 
faggiag. I shall make him show himself at 
dinner, and take you with me to her room after- 
wards. Dearest Eunice, she is the gracefullest 
lady you ever saw, and you are like her; you will 
be her joy and comfort. If somebody had only 
seen you first, what would have happened ? Ton 
were bom to be what we all christened you in the 
baby-days — a duchess.*' 

Obedient to the summons of a noisy gong, 
Eunice found her way through more than one 
corridor, and guided by a silken sheen and rustle 
overtook her sister at the head of the grand oak 
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staircase. Hand-in-hand the two girls went 
quickly down, Carol whispering — 

*'I was going up the other stair to see for 
yon. Come along ; papa is all right — the father 
of his family, and not a horrid Justice of the Peace. 
How demure and nice you look, I long to ruffle 
and rumple you. Those lovely amber beads ! 
Couldn't you put them in your pocket? No! 
Well, then, hold up your head and dare him* 
Cowards get the worst of it always.'* 

She had often said so, yet now Eunice's heart 
beat fast ; but for her sister's firm clutch she would 
gladly have run away and gone dinnerless. 

Her father sat at the head of the table, filling 
his big chair well, a portly, broad-shouldered, 
compact man, with a ruddy moon face, yellowish 
hair, closely cropped, as were his sandy whiskers, 
and bright blue eyes set in a head as round and 
hard as a bullet. Stubborn force, an imperious 
temper, softened by a dry and often kindly 
humour, these were his leading characteristics. 
Obey him and you might easily learn to love him. 
Contest and defy — his sister Persis gibbeted, a 
terror to younger rebels, showed how little mercy 
family offenders need expect. 

** Come here, miss ; come, both of you." 

A twinkle of fun in the eyes and about the 
mouth contradicted the rasping dryness of the 
father's command. Eunice, suddenly inspirited^ 
looked him smilingly in the face ; though instead 
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of a parental embrace his large hand taking off 
her glittering necklace, pinched her roughly. 
The beads disappeared and a heartj kiss turned 
her pain into pleasure. 

"That's a good girl/' he said, chucking her 
under the chin, his red face gleaming. " Tour 
mother's own daughter. Look out, Sunball ; a 
pretty pair, a very pretty pair. Boultings need 
no gewgaws ; send 'em to Caristowe— send 'em to 
Caristowe." 

A boiled leg of mutton and roast fowls appear- 
ing immediately, with Judy and her two sucklings, 
Tryphosa and Tryphena, the business of eating 
began and went on to the end in unbroken, solemn 
silence, till the father's sonorous " Thank God for 
our good dinner — amen," let tongues loose, per- 
mitting deaf cousin Judy to introduce herself with 
-the hope that Miss Eunice would '^ find all things 
to her mind and please to put up with country 
customs." 

The Squire's knit brows cut further polite speech 
short. Wine and walnuts restored harmony. 
When Carol, seated on her father's knee, had 
peeled these mildewed kernels, and ruffled his crisp 
curls awhile with her stained fingers, the girls got 
a gracious dismissal. In the hall outside Carol 
clapped her hands. 

"Tou have conquered him," she cried; "get 
hold of the boys as cleverly, and we shall have 
two angels in the house — active and passive. The 
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amber. Used Aunt Persia to wear that necklace 
sometimes? I thought so. Never mention 
her, Eunice; never speak of Tower Street — 
never, never. Now let us go to mamma." 

In her mother's room Eunice, at home and at 
restj let the happy hours glide by, asking for 
nothing beyond these passing moments. To look 
at that sweet though faded face, to hear again 
and again the tender welcome. Blessed is the 
girl who, coveting many things, finds a true 
mother — a friend after her own heart — ^lovely, 
wise, refined, gracious. 

But even in this Eden the trail of the serpent 
comes. Mrs. Boulting, a nervous invalid, was lost 
to her family. 
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ALL OB NONE. 

*' She wears a blue silk dress, the colour of mine,, 
azure, with, oriental pearls and point lace. You 
will hear a soft rustling, and immediately feel 
creepy. Are you listening, Eunice P Look at me. 
Only that I abominate trains, I could play the 
part to perfection. She broke her heart for 
love, instead of breaking Sir Simon's. * What a 
silly thing to do,* said the wise world; *how 
weak, how wicked.' So they all sat upon her and 
snubbed her, and she is allowed to come back 
again and be done by as you did, their descendants. 
Her name it was Grizzel. When Judy has rung 
the curfew and the lights are out, and the mice 
busy, and the cat is asleep, you are sure to hear — 
you may get a chance of seeing her. Bolt your 
door if the visit would be disagreeable." 

Eunice, a novice in the matter of spectres, for- 
got the caution. Sitting in her antiquated room 
alone by the dying peat embers, she recalled Carol's 
nuschievous warning, and drew her warm dressing- 
gown closely about her. A swift rush across the 
.dark chamber would land her — ^whereP Within 
those mouldy, tapestry-pictured hangings, by day 
so interesting, by night fearsome. The strange 
birds and beasts endued with ghostly life rather 
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than worsted crewel^, liamited her nervous fancy ; 
she raked the half-burned turf together, and 
wished for companionship. 

As if in answer to her longing, the door opened, 
touched by unseen hands. A weird light flashed 
Will o' the Wisp like, once, twice, through the 
darkness. Her face concealed in a linen muffler, 
her pale silk dress faintly gleaming, Grizzel stood 
on the threshold, and Eunice's terror vanished. 

The love-sick spirit canried in one hand a big 
parr of yellow leather slippers, and a beautiful ivory 
hair brush; and in the other, a dark sliding 
lantern of monstrous size and Guy Fawkes' 
antiquity. 

" My dear Carol ! " cried Eunice, pulling off 
the hood and disclosing her sister's pink, roguish 
face. "I was wishing for you so hopelessly, 
but ''— 

"Twenty buts will not exercise me, Grizzel; 
you may spare your breath. Duchess darling. 
After your sermon and the rout papa made, I had 
no heart to write you my secrets. To-night I have 
a tale to tell and a great deal to hear. Now, 
Eunice, make up your mind to be naughty just for 
once, you have no idea how nice it is, how much 
better one feels going back to goodness and whole- 
some sugar plums. Are the shutters closed ? Then 
we shall never be found out. This is the family lantern 
used by all in turn to darken their midnight deeds, 

VOL. n. 
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papa not excepted. Bad laws make criminals. 
The simple fact is^ our father has a human weak- 
ness ; he is absurdly afraid of fire, so Judy rings 
her curfew at ten, and woe be to the daring 
watcher whose rushlight betrays his sin — ^he is 
turning night into day— he catches it.'* 

Carefully locking the door, Carol rum- 
maged a closet for fresh peats, drew the slide of 
her clumsy lantern, popped her little feet into the 
Brobdignagian slippers, and squatting on the floor, 
Turkish fashion, enjoyed the kindling flame of the 
dry, perfumy turf. 

** I hate to deceive,'* said Eunice, yielding ; " to 
do things on the sly, as if I were ashamed. I 
shaU always go to our father and explain. I shall 
tell him Dear Carol! It was very hard to keep 
silence. Now we are rewarded. I shall tell " — 

" Try it," replied the other, pouting, " and ruin 
all your chances, and get everyone into a mess. 
Some fathers do not appreciate honesty, I wish 
they did, I should be the happiest girl in the 
world. And I need not regret my silence. You 
would have sent back my letter unopened, of 
course, had I written in defiance of orders. Very 
well, I mean to have it all out, if we sit up the 
whole night. I am not going back to my room in 
the cold; will you turn your sister awayP Tou 
are only too glad to have me. Afterwards Grizzel 
shall be your bedfellow, or room mate, or tempter. 
,See my rifle bullets bla2dng away and be content^ 
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dearest Eunice^ for I think I am. Oar probation 
is over.'* 

Making a. dressing gown of her muffler, Carol 
flourished the ivory brush, ruffling her short hair 
into wild disorder. Then, with an audible sigh^ 
dropping hands and brush, she looked at the costly 
toy, saying indifferently — 

" You covet it? You would be welcome ; but it 
is a present. I do not care for such useless 
ornamentals. Papa's money did not buy it, you 
may be sure. His command makes me keep and 
play with it ; though whilst my happiness seemed 
uncertain, the thing vexed me. Oh, Eunice I I 
don't know how to begin to say my say. You 
look so calm, so cool, so innocent. I have longed 
to talk with someone who loves me, till I could 
bear it no longer ; and you would have sent me 
away, and this week, on Christmas Eve, the boys 
wiU be upon us-my dear boys, and their rival. 
Only for a few days can you and I be all in all to 
•each other.'' 

Eunice rose, kissed Carol, and sat down beside 
her. In spite of the contrast, the dusky and 
flaxen head, the pale and rosy face, the twin sisters 
seen thus in repose were very much alike. Each 
had the same features, the same large limpid eyes 
and long lashes, concealing the difference in colour 
and expression. Carol's plump little figure looked 
short against Eunice's slender tallness. Measured, 
an inch, and no more, gave the town girl an 
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apparent and graceful advantage. Alive with 
speech, inspired with passion and feelings the two 
faces lost for awhile nearly all resemblance. Then 
the sonl within transfigured the outward form ; 
both girls were beautiful and distinctly different. 
A wild hedge rose and a Madonna lily — ^we decline 
to give the preference ; we pluck the one or the 
other with admiring pleasure, and carry the flower 
h6me and wish it would live and bloom for us 
always, unfaded. 

CaroPs question, asked abruptly after a 
minute's caressing silence, startled the graver 
Eunice, and sent her back to her chair in con- 
fusion. 

*' Tell me, dear Duchess, have you ever been m 
love?" 

"Never, Caro — never," with unnecessary 
earnestness, a burning spot spreading and mount- 
ing over the protester's face. For there seemed 
to be in the air a curious scent of tobacco. 

** You speak the truth always — always, and yet 
I don't think I believe you. The fire is low, shall 
I fetch more turf? Now, I am cold and you are 
warm, sister Eunice. You are so young, much 
younger than I, your twin — you are innocent 
and ignorant; you happy Eunice." 

Prince Perfect's very words. Eunice grew 
warmer and warmer, whilst her sister talked on 
musingly. 

"Most girk make a hero, invent Mm, you know. 
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There is no harm in that, unless one blunders and 
finds it out too late. Everybody takes me for^a 
childy a meny, foolish creature, who must be 
guided, chosen for. Such a madcap cannot 
possibly know what is good for herself, but only 
what may be best for those she loves ; heart and 
not head wisdom, dangerous and always incon* 
venient to have a heart at all, my deat, in this 
house. I wonder is yours as soft, as much too big 
for your body, as I feel mine ? 

**You were sent for in furious haste. Papa 
likes to marry his daughters himself, to select for 
them and haggle and chaffer over the business. I 
have good reasons to know it, but I would never 
forsake my hero at papa's bidding, because the 
unlucky man chanced to be poor — a, nobody. That 
would make him all the more my own * true love.' 
Give him up 9 For ever and ever, dear DuchesSj 
if he did not love me as I loved him, heart and 
soul. Do you remember that foolish story of 
the peacock's feather you offered to halve with me, 
I suppose not — it survives with us as a family 
joke. All or none — ^pearls of price cannot be 
divided. You ought to marry your nobody and 
make up to him for his ill-fortune." 

Eunice's soul was stirred — ^the blood left her 
face ; when deeply moved she showed the passion 
burning within her least, a marble figure colour- 
less and cold. 

Your guess is not the right one,'* she answered 
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quietly ; " the man who wished to many me is quite 
a Nabob, of a family as good as our own — ^the no- 
body — the Donald fell into a siaunge mistake, 
mean and ungenerous like himself. Hayings 
neither * siller or silk attire/ he presumed to play 
the part unasked. Do you care for those old 
ballads P So the two went their several ways, 
more than ever resolved to think the worst of each 
other — always.** 

Eunice laughed ; she was not beautiful then, but 
little Carol pitied her, partly because of her evi- 
dent self-deception and inexperience. In such 
confidences fact has an immense advantage over 
flieory, just as one day of practical action out- 
Weighs a life of dreams. 

"I do not understand what you are talking 
about/' said the childish creature in blue, doing 
her best to look grave, and crimsoning with 
earnestness in her turn. " Mamma told me your 
lover was a bad man. All my ideas about these 
things my mother has taught me — ^but, if he loved 
you truly — the world is fall of malice, and envy, 
and evil speaking, and match-making — if he loved' 
you — ^was good to you " — 

" I did not ask it/' cried Eunice passionately. 
'^ I wanted him to be good to himself. Oh I it 
was cruel, mean, to " — she controlled herself with 
an effort and left her sentence unfinished, only 
adding — " We are all wrong, Caro, and I cannot 
explain. I should have married the Nabob as my 
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aunt bid me. Do you think I found it easy to 
make up my mind ? Oh, no— no ! But I was 
whirled away, and Aunt Persia would tell him aU 
about it, and give him back his gold chain. Most 
k)vely it was. I never could bear to put it round 
my neck. StiU I should have married him after 
saying no once or twice, to please myself and 
Aunt Anne. It would have made him very happy, 
and also Aunt Persy.'' 

*' And also yourself,'' echoed Carol, mimicking 
her sister's complacent resignation. "You poor, 
foolish child ! Also yourself." 

** Yes," answered the other, unsuspiciously. 
** He was kind, good, honourable, and very rich. 
Clever, too, and I did so want a friend. Caro— ^ 
you have never been scorned — I should have taken 
my place in society, somebody at last. I was 
tired of castle building. He spoke seven lan- 
guages." 

" I forget ; then he loved you, and you loved 
him ? " inquired Carol, brushing her locks mora 
vigorously than ever. 

'* Eespect is better than love for wear and tear,'* 
said Eunice, contentedly, repeating her aunt's 
formula. " I liked him ; I should have had a 
friend. But now you are my friend, Caro, a 
hundred times dearer, and I am so very, very glad, 
I hardly know why. I shall never be in love aa 
the novels put it. All or none is not my motto. 
Divide — share — ^make aU the world happy. Just 
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two people living only for each other — it seems to 
me rather narrow.*' 

"Just one girl,'' replied Carol, "eating the 
biggest share of the cake herself, and when she 
can gormandise no more, doling out the crumbs 
to a few hungry wretches and making capital of 
their * thank you.' Nonsense, Duchess ! I don't 
believe a word you have been saying. You are 
not so disagreeable as you try to make yourself. 
I am puzzled hopelessly — and there wap no Donald 
after all ? Ah ! but there ought to be, or no wed- 
ding. I shall prove it to you— you will make the 
painful discovery yourself one of these days." 

Strange that Carol should speak thus, a sister's 
tongue condemning and accusing ; certainly not 
the pitiless masculine voice of an enemy. Yet 
it was with an effort that Eunice compelled her 
dreamy eyes to see spindle-legged chairs and 
dark oak cupboards rather than fantastic grave- 
stones ; tapestry instead of cypress, and Carol's 
fresh young face where Meschech's, the only 
listener, perplexed and impatient, should have 
been. 

An ivory hair brush flying across the room into 
the soft recesses of the curtained bed, brought both 
girls back to reality and sisterly confidence. 

"Now I can speak," cried Carol, making a 
comical face. " If only houses and lands could be 
as easily got rid of ! You will think me a child, 
Eunice — think what you like — the child is en* 
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gaged — is — going to be married. Nobody 
guesses it, I fancy not," she went on quicUy, 
stopping ber sister's wondering exclamation. 
**It was a device of my own — a condition. 
Bnt the tale is long, I must tell it in my own way. 
I could not sleep till I had got it off my mind, 
darling, so don't interrupt me. Tes — ^Godwin 
Helyar — Mr. Helyar, of Paradyse, our neighbour, 
is to be my husband. Why should you be sur- 
prised, Eunice? How pale you look I Ton can 
have heard nothing, Caristowe is too far off for 
gossip. The choice was papa's — long, long ago— 
and — ^to you, dearest, I am not ashamed to tell the 
truth — mine — mine." 

The sweet little face blushed and glowed in the 
dancing firelight — ^the sparkling eyes softened, 
growing deep and tender ; whilst Eunice, unable 
to speak, sat spell-bound with averted head bent 
low, and cold, folded hands, tightly pressed to- 
gether. 

" I do not know when I began to love Godwin, 
or why,'* said the self-intent Carol, after a 
moment's unobservant silence. " If I thought of 
a ^ sweetheart ' as we say in Broad Easton, it was 
of Mumbo, a good, passionate, troublesome com- 
rade-one of my troop and a chum of my deax 
boys ; he gave me no end of worry, being as slow 
witted as he was hot of temper. Mr. Helyar was 
altogether above and beyond us children. He 
lived vrith his cross old relation, and I somehow 
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found out that he was very nnhappy, dreadftdlj* 
ill-treated, and not quite as good as he ought 
to be. Mj elder brothers often brought him 
to our house. I know what it is to be driven 
into mischief, I took his part ; I admired him— 
everybody must do that — but I — I loved him. Ho 
was kind to me — ^he helped me out of my scrapes, 
and laughed instead of frowning. So I just put. 
him in my heart of hearts as I was bound to do— 
don't say it was wrong, Eunice. I would have 
died rather than let him find my worship out, and 
indeed I did not understand it myself — had I not 
Mumbo to torture and make a slave of — the other 
was my master. Then he, Godwin, unexpectedly 
came into possession of this horrid Paradyse 
Manor, and papa was more vexed and disagreeable 
than you, not knowing us yet,'can imagine. For 
there was a will in our favour, papa's and mine ; 
and if old Giles had lived one day longer it would 
have been signed. Though Godwin was the legal 
heir, country folks stick to their own people be- 
fore strangers. Papa did not want for sympathy, 
and at first friendship went to the winds. . 

**Ju8t imagine my bewilderment, sis, when 
one day papa called me into his justice room — 
it was after a drive and a disagreeable call we had 
made on the Helyar's, who one and all snubbed 
me ; the mother and daughters had arrived, yoa 
know, by that time. I generally contrived 
to have the best of it with the girls, and mother 
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too, in oar skirmishes. They cannot bear me*^ 
Birii that wonderful evening ^the father's business 
wig was on — ^I saw it directly in spite of his twink- 
ling eyes, his nipping and pinching. His first 
words confirmed my suspicions. 

" Paradyse was to be mine, right would be done 
and restitution made to everybody's satisfaction. 
Eestitution— justice — a marriage — a husband. Of 
love'^never a word — my consent taken for 
granted — ^though papa did mumble something 
about having ' let the cat out of the bag,* when 
he saw my face and heard my — refusal. For, of 
course^ I refused and that doggedly — ^I did not 
eare for good luck. I should marry some day, 
perhaps Mumbo, if he loved me, rather than allow 
myself to be sold, my price Paradyse and settle- 
ments. 

'^ There was an awful upsettin&r and I had to 
^dd ta appe^^ea, ^ luow Ldwin to ^ 
vince me of my folly. I suppose Mrs. Helyar 
has been in the secret all along. At any rate she 
affects to believe that her son approves of Aurelia 
liste, and wiU take a wife of his mother's choosing. 
I have done my best to help forward the fiction 
£^om very contrariety, and — and — oh dear, Eunice ! 
1 loved Godwin before he loved me. I love him 
Dfow — ^better than he loves me, a thousand times 
better. Still it was hard to hold out, to be quite 
unbelieving, and last summer an extraordinary 
tidng happened. Old friends of mamma's invited 
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me to London and took me with them to Bim- 
beach. Was it a planned thing? Perhaps. 
Godwin Helyar followed us. The Lisles were at 
Bimbeach also, and the gossips looked wise. 

''Was that a door creaking? I must make 
haste. Papa or Judy will be prowling. At Bim- 
beach I wandered out alone to a wreck, fell asleep, 
and let the angry tide surprise me. Eunice ! you 
have never looked death in the face, never been 
snatched from it to find yourself safe and happy 
in the arms of the only man you love. I suffered 
Godvdn to carry me ashore, to kiss me into faith 
and trust. For a whole summer day we were as 
joyous as the fishes I never could catch. The 
fetter he would have put on me — ^the splendid 
diamond ring, and a letter from papa brought me 
to my senses. I had tumbled headlong into a pit- 
fall. I thought I knew how to get out, so I made 
Godwin give me back my word and put him upon 
his trial. All between us must be as before, no- 
body the wiser until after this Christmas — ^then 
— I know I did right. Papa's congratulations 
were odious. Tartar Tim laughed in my face. 
' Sharp Carol, so easily gulled ! Ton might have 
walked ashore yourself/ said Tim, ' in an hour. 
Lord Dandy (that's what they call Godwin) had 
some sly end of his own to serve. I hate him — ^he 
hates us, and you are one of us Silkworm I ' As 
for Mrs. Helyar she approves me less than ever. 
The most unfit mistress for Paradyse^ which is 
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tme. Godwin himself does not deny it. I am 
filways tinder instniction — I am to change, to* 
become a tine lady, but shall I? Does Godwin 
loTe me as papa loves mamma? If not — oh, 
Eunice ! '* cried the perverse girl, suddenly prepar- 
ing to go, *^ had Godwin but seen you first. You 
are so exactly what his mother wants, what he 
tries to make me. An ornament at the head of his 
table — 2b — if he had only seen you first ! " 

Now was the time to speak. Eunice choked 
down her pain and a big lump in her throat, and 
began, like a coward, at the wrong end. 

'* You were at Birnbeach, Caro, dear Caro, on 
the wreck — then I saw you — I saw you both and 
before that — ^lucky, happy girl ! ^* 

** Please — please — do not talk as everyone else 
will," interrupted Carol, almost angrily. " Happy 
if you like — ^lucky — ^that means Paradyse, and I 
wish it were swallowed up by an avalanche or an 
earthquake. Yes I do. Godwin and I might go 
with Clifi^e to the South Sea Islands and be eaten 
together, instead of living in gilded splendour." 

Her own absurdity amused her.' She laughed 
heartily, not loudly ; it was very difficult for Eunice 
to make confession anew. 

** It was at Blanche Crocker's birthday /efe," 
she said, in a low voice. " I did so wish to be 
beautiful in my brown way ; it seemed too good 
to be true, but again at Courtalass I proved it. I 
ahall always, always be grateful. I met ''— 
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Carol had been intently listening, not to heoif 
sister ; now she hastily blew out the light and 
placed her hand gently on Eunice's mouth. A 
mtiffled, heavy tread came nearer, paused and went 
slowly onwards ; a door in the distance shut, and 
Eunice felt Carol's warm lips close at her ear^ 
whispering— 

^' Papa, Duchess ; I am not so simple, though it 
is our first night together. Your adventures must 
keep till to-morrow — ^the justice, not the father, 
may come back ; I am not to be ' catched.' Here 
is your amber — ^I filched it, my dear — a thief makes 
a.thief — put it away. In two days Godwin will 
be here, in two days the truth will be known. 
Now listen to me, Eunice, if he does not love me 
as I love him, if he would prefer a fine lady, I wiU 
run away from the very church door. Remember 
what I say, for I shall certainly do it. Good- 
night." 

^<I shall have plenty of opportunities to t^ 
her," thought Eunice, before falling asleep. 

How many of us could have undeceived the pvo* 
crastinating sister. An opportunity lost is not so 
easily to be found, though the searcher should wear 
out eyes and patience in the looking. 



CHAPTER m. 

A BUCK OF A DUCHESS. 

^* Swill her in the water trough boys, a jolly good 
swill, she wants it.'' 

" Ho J ho I ho ! Hi ! what a lark. You're in 
ior it my lady ** — 

"Wliat's the row, PinP speak out. Hurra I 
here goes " — 

" Shall I wub her down with a wisp of stwau? " 
lisped the youngest mother's darling, whose tied 
tongue the good old family doctor had twice 
clumsily snipped to little purpose. For a girl, one 
-cutting might have sufficed ; in the matter of talk 
women are doubly dowered — the shrewd country 
practitioner afirmed and believed many such 
exploded libels. " She's wettau than Peppau. I'd 
jolly Uke to dwy her " — a smart box on the ear 
considerably cooled master Pincushion's ardour. 
' The aspiring little groom fell back, rubbing his 
own hurt, an aggrieved howl being perilous. 
Tartar Tim's second cuff was always more con- 
vincing than his first. 

" You'll just keep your monkey paws to yourself. 

Cushion," ordered Captain Tim, stepping to the 

. front. *^ Hold hard ! back all of you ! This is a 

case for lynch law. I'll deal with it myself. 

Caught trespassing, and in a precious dirty mess 
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— a wash wouldn't hurt her. Fair and square- 
boys — hands off — ^what have you to say for your- 
self, young lady P '' 

In the centre of the flagged courtyard at a 
little distance from the big water trough stood 
Eunice, sorely bedraggled and beset. Her delicate 
grey merino dress, splashed and striped in shades 
of green and brown ; her dainty rosetted shoes 
and silk stockings black as ink ; her dusky head 
held high, aU uncovered; her large eyes ablaze 
with scorn and defiance. 

From the folds of a milk white shawl wrapped 
about the girl's shoulders, dangled the muddy 
head of a wretched, half drowned cat — Judy'gr 
special pet, a clever thief and practised poacher., 
But for the proverbial ^'nine lives," pussy's dis- 
reputable career would long ago have been 
tragically ended. Now at last the creature's hour 
had come, she seemed to divine it and " miaowed '* 
hideously, recognising her executioners. 

Slowly Tartar Tim advanced, a slightly made^ 
supple limbed lad, dark and wild of face. The 
other brothers crept cautiously after him, their 
light heads and fair freckled skins a strong 
contrast to their leader, and hemmed in sister. 

" Give up that cat. What have you to say for 
yourself?" demanded Tim coolly. "She shall 
have three minutes boys, to parley, then we'll 
wash her and drown Judy's yellow Jezabel at 
one go. Silence I Let the prisoner speak. You 
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needn't to be a&aid^ Miss Meddler — ^not one of 
them shall touch you till I pass the word — never 
fear/' 

"Pear! afraid!" cried Eunice indignantly, 
" of my own brothers — a set of savas^es — ^no in- 
deed ! I am ashamed — ^I am not afraid." 

Then she stopped and hugged Jezabel closer. 
Tim's impassibility, the grinning heads behind 
him, warned her that i she was making a mistake 
and losing her cause. This was by no means her 
first passage of arms; deeds rather than words 
cow and quell barbarians. Oh ! for an inspiration 
— a t(mr deforce. 

Whilst she is hurriedly deliberating we will ex- 
plain the situation. 

After that one-sided talk and painful discovery 
iQ Grizzel's ghostly chamber, Eunice lay long 
awake. The loss, not of her opportunity, but 
of her Prince Perfect, troubled her. Her folly, 
her shame, nobody must ever guess. Carol — 
engaged to Godwin Helyar, and soon to be his 
wife — Carol — and Eunice how blind, how stupid. 
This then was the something Godwin had to tell 
her. This gave him a right to protect and reprove 
her at Courtalass. What she had there dreamed 
of, the fond, brilliant hopes she had begun to 
cherish — ^nobody must ever guess. Her heart felt 
sore and sick ; never again could she hope to meet 
such an ideal embodiment of her ambition. Aunt 
Persy's Plutus Adonis and her own. And he 
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admired her, how could she help knowing it. If 
he had seen her first — only there need be no if. 
Long before that journey to Birnbeach, he had 
looked in her face, had spoken words impossible 
to forget — yet he had chosen the blue-eyed sister. 
Were Carol's suspicions right ? Was this a 
marriage arranged for justice, restitution, to 
make a father happy P It might be so, since 
Eunice herself had been destined to similar self- 
sacrifice for an aunt. No, no, Carol was a willing 
victim, loving, but not trusting — incomprehensible 
to her fearless, town bred sister. 

*' Here in Broad Easton everybody deceives for 
their own convenience,'^ thought Eunice. "In 
Tower Street it was not so — we all spoke out. It 
is better — ^when I love, I shall trust. 1 did wrong 
to be so angry with Eodney Helyar. He spoke 
the plain truth. I replied as plainly. He would 
not marry me for the world — ^I would not marry 
him. Truth — truth — at any cost !" The aching 
head throbbed more dully because the vexed heart 
would not be quiet, or, the pillows were stufied 
with prickles. Eunice decided it must be so, and 
pulled out more than one stemmed feather the 
next morning. 

At least she need never forget Godwin's good- 
ness ; she might always be his friend. And Carol, 
if not a stately lady mistress, would make the 
sweetest bride, properly dressed, a trifle schooled 
and refined. This service her twin sister can 
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render — can and will. Lucky, happy Carol I who- 
ever else fails, Caro shall triumph ! 

So Eunice rose refreshed, ready to make all 
plain and straight without delay. But no tap at 
her door summoned her to breakfast, and goings 
down alone she found the morning-room empty, a 
single cup and saucer on the table, and a gaunt 
yellow cat licking its cream soddened whiskers 
beside the overturned jug. 

Tryphosa, just then entering, made a rough 
dash at the gluttonous thief — the china fell with 
a crash; maid and cat scudded away in hot haste, 
Mrs. Judy at their heels. Eunice, stooping to pick 
up the fragments, saw a twisted note, directed to 
herself. It was from Carol, and Tryphosa must 
have dropped it. 

" Mamma has one of her worst nervous attacks, 
and until it has passed, she will not suffer me to 
leave her side for a moment. If I do not see you 
before dinner, dearest Sis, as is very likely — be 
ready in good time, and put on one of your 
prettiest dresses. The dear boys are all coming 
back earlier than we expected; in disgrace you 
may be sure. No matter — for my Godwin is 
<3oming too. Papa has gone to meet and bring 
him. I like to think a longing for me has 
hastened my true-love's return — he thinks to 
surprise me. Don't let anyone come near mamma's 
room, for should she be disturbed and made worse, 
no dinner and no lover for unhappy me ! Mind 
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you look like a duchess, your very best. Godwin 
shall see a Boultmg girl can be a lady, if s}ie 
chooses." 

Thus Carol scribbled, and Eunice, not without 
heart throbbings, left fall-of-the-leaf sUk, and 
amber necklace in her drawer, unfolded. 

A pearl grey merino dress, a bunch of soft pink 
ribbons satisfied her, until looking from her 
window she espied in the garden a gleam of white, 
and, wrapping a shawl about her, went out to see 
if she could find a posy. 

Christmas roses — ^loveliest of flowers — enough 
blossom for Carol and herself. What would the 
rosy twin sister wear 9 Cream colour it was to be 
hoped — fine winter serge or flannel ; that aggres- 
sive blue silk might be made over with advantage 
to ghostly Grizzel. 

" Miaiow — miaiow " — desperate yet always 
fainter and more piteous, the cry of distress 
arrested her. She crossed the paved courtyard, 
and stood at a little wicket opening into the 
orchard. The snow had disappeared from the 
slopes, the afternoon was dry and dull. An 
emerald green tract, moist and shining, did not 
deceive her — ^the outskirts of the mud batch — she 
remembered it. 

And there at no great distance, a round object 
yellow above the black water, bespoke her instant 
help and forgiveness. Judy's pet cat Jezabel, the 
thief of the morning, in direst extremity. 
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Eunice did not hesitate; disposing of her 
flowers she essayed to cross the swamp dry shod. 
Springing lightly from hummock to hummock and 
seizing the drowning animal^ she was shocked to 
find a large stone noosed round the creature's 
neck. Untying it with difficulty, and saying to 
herself that white wool washes well, she rolled 
puss in her shawl, tucked up her skirts, and gaye 
all her attention to the return journey. She had 
nearly reached the courtyard clean and unspotted, 
when a demoniac war whoop startled and baffled 
her. She jumped short of the bank, plunged 
ankle deep in black slush and green slime, and 
floimdered out as she had floundered in— without 
regard to her garments — making straight for dry 
land. Panting, frightened, dirty, then it was that 
the scampish troop of brothers, scrambling over 
waU and hedge, like hounds scenting and directly 
sighting the hare, pounced in full cry upon her. 

" Time's up," said Tim, producing a bulky 
silver watch, as lustreless and globular as a turnip. 
*^Do your duty, executioners. Bounce at her head. 
Bully at her heels. Go-to-bed Tom will bag and 
settle the cat. Now then, when I give the word 
of command— one — two — ^three — ^in with her, 
gently, like gentlemen. She's a girl; more 
shame to her, harbouring sneaks ! 'Tis clean 
water. Miss Matty, we'll not hurt you ; now then, 
steady lads, steady— one " — 

Eunice wWted no longer ; looking her tormentors 
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steadfastly in the face, and holding the half-stifled 
cat close to her bosom, she walked quietly up to 
the trough and mounted her block — the dipping 
stone. All the boys, taken by surprise,. gaped at 
her open mouthed. A grand lady, town bred, an 
alien. Yet they hesitated to touch her. 

" By Jove she's going in of herself — souse *' — 

" She is — ^she isn't — she is. Hurra ! What a 
brick ! What a duck of a Duchess 1 Stop— stay — 
she's gammoning — b, sham — seize her — ^bag the 
catl'' 

'* You shall not touch the poor thing," said 
Eunice, at bay ; ^' the cat has had water enough 
and too much. It is I who need a bath as you 
say. Very well — I can take it without help^ 
thank you. Yes, I am dirty, I can take my 
deserts, but the cat must go free.'* 

She raised a foot, devoutly hoping the water 
was not as deep as it looked. The band of brothers 
pressed nearer, wild with excitement and breath- 
less admiration. 

" Three cheers if she goes in," whispered Bounce^ 
" three times three — but she won't — it's the craft 
of her. Hooroosh ! the Justice— the Justice — cut 
it Bully — mizzle — mizzle " — 

*' Stand fast every sneaking man jack of you," 
roared Tartar Tim in a mighty voice, wonderful 
for his years and stature. Tim was deeply moved. 

A peculiar whistle, twice repeated, followed the 
crunching of wheels and hoofs in the adjacent 
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stable yard. Eunice, xinder the spell of Tim's 
order, waited doubtfally, still measuring the depth 
of her bathing tub. 

The next moment she was lifted hastily from 
her block, Godwin Helyar's protecting arm en- 
circling and supporting her, whilst Tim looked on 
disgusted and defiant; his crew hanging their 
craven heads, and only concerned to run away 
from the impending birch rod, looming new and 
big before each impish pair of eyes. 

After the first paralysation of surprise and relief, 
Eunice, blushing scarlet, disepgaged herself. Tim's 
eyes were upon her — deep, dark, troubled as her 
own. She went up to the watchful boy and held 
out her free hand. 

He took it with a proud smile — ^brother and 
sister stood side by side, close linked together — 
Godwin Helyar, manifestly de trop, turned to go 
away. 

" I am very much obliged to you,'' said Eunice 
then, " but — I am with my own brothers — I am 
at home now, Mr. Helyar; we understand each 
other, my brothers' and I. We are getting 
acquainted in a fashion of our own. I do not 
need any help, thanks. Just a bit of fun you 
understand, no harm intended." 

** That is true," broke in Tim eagerly, all that 
was best in him aroused. " Yes, sister Eunice, 
you believe me. Carol has always vowed you were 
no ' funk,' nor even a * priggee.' I meant to find 
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out for myself — and kill the cat— of course. 
Hundreds of rabbits that sandy beast has skulked 
off with and eaten. Stable Bill had drowning 
orders the day we went away. Now — Glisten you 
small boys — singe but a hair of the poaching 
varmint's whiskers — and — ^you'll wish you hadn't 
— ^that's all. Anything else you would like 
Duchess Eunice? Peach if you choose, Mr. 
Helyar, 'twill be your painfal duty/' mimicked 
Tim, sarcastically. " Peach — ^^f a girl can take a 
bath — ^ice cold — mind you, and all her finery on 
her back — ^why boys needn't wince under a 
thrashing. Our backs are seasoned and Eunice 
is one of us — our sister, not yours, Mr. Helyar. 
Make a traitor of this girl if you dare — keep to 
your rights, my lord, if you've got any. T guess 
you're but a poacher too. We want no out- 
siders." 

" Tour gnesa happens to be wrong," answered 
Gk>dwin, smiling, and far more amused than angry. 
"I advise you all to go indoors as quickly as 
possible, before anyone is the wiser, and get ready 
for a good dinner. As for my rights, Eunice 
knows them by this time. I do not fight with 
girls and boys. Listen ! the first dinner bell." 

It was all the revenge Godwin — my Lord Dandy, 
as they dubbed him — took. Tim relinquished his 
sister's hand with a fierce grip, and vanished 
through a back door. His imps had gone before 
him. 
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Eunice, dirty and dejected, walked beside her 
new brother in anything but an heroic temper, 
lie must think her very -strange and ungrateful ; 
but Tim's face, Tim's eyes, Tim's voice had ma8«^ 
tared, inspired her. 

A cheei-ful wood fire burned in the large hall. 
She stopped and arranged a bed for puss behind 
the wood basket, turned to go upstairs, came back, 
and, offering her hand timidly to Mr. Helyar, 
said, without raising her downcast eyes — 

''Carol has told me everything. I was sur- 
prised I am glad — very, very glad. You were 
good to me I shall like to be your sister — ^to— 
to— help you. I mean, if Carol — ^if it would make 
you happier." 

Painfully embarrassed, she lifbed her head and 
met his sympathetic and intelligent glance. The two 
imderstood each other, and, smiling, shook hands 
heartily. GK>dwin, bending his curled head, even 
laid his lips lightly on the cold, trembling fingers, 
placed with their owner's sisterly endeavours at 
his service. 

A mazarine-blue figure, rushing headlong down- 
stairs, open-hearted, open-armed, came to grief on 
the broad dusky landing. Eunice, snatching her 
hand away, went quickly to her own room through 
the servants' passages. For five minutes the 
crumpled silken sldrts above never rustled. Very 
soberly, then, little Carol step by step des(5ended, 
and showed her grave face in the drawing-room. 
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where her lover was already seated, yawning 
lazily. 

He sprang to meet her, but she cleverly evaded 
his caresses, and gave him, not her rosy cheeks — 
only two sober, limp fingers. 

''You are not glad to see meP *' he asked, with 
considerable annoyance, making forcible prisoner 
of the bright blue maiden, and holding her at 
arm's length. Her reception provoked him to criti- 
cism. " What sort of welcome is this, Caro, to give 
your own true love, who could not stay away from 
his heart's darling P And what sort of dress P — 
you know I cannot bear it. Where is the locket I 
sent youP At Christmas you promised to put my 
gifts on. And you have not a word for me, not a 
kiss, my perverse little beauty, the naughtiest 
child in the world ! " 

** Bosh I " cried the beauty, impatiently, glowing 
like a rose. " Yes, yes, slang, vulgar slang. Eunice 
never lets her tongue slip ; Eunice is a lady. Why 
did you never tell me, Mr. Godwin Helyar, that 
you and my sister were intimate friends — ^very, 
very fond of each other ? I thought to make you 
friends, gradually acquainted. If you hate my 
poor blue dress, I detest your absurd reservations. 
Friends already, dear Mends I " 

So, he thought, not ill-pleased, this is the mis- 
chief. 

" No, Caro, no indeed,*' he told her eamesflyy 
and drew her gently within his arms, prefacing 
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his defence with a grave kiss, his pledge of 
sincerity. *' Tour sister was introduced to me at a 
ball in Caristowe, nearly a year ago, as — as Miss 
Stanisbrough. She snubbed me ; I admired her. 
You are too generous to be angry with me for 
that ; and beside, never guessing she was a rela- 
tion of yours, I forgot her — entirely. I have not 
long known your family vexations and secrets; 
the subject is unpleasant and unsafe, darling. At 
Courtalass the other night we fell in with each 
other, and I found Miss Stanisbrough Boulting 
was on her way to Broad Easton. I was able to 
be of use to her* She has told you the queer little 
comedy P Why you should resent my brotherly 
conduct I cannot imagine. I did not even bint to 
her my good luck, my happiness. I knew you 
would like to tell her yourself. Beg my pardon, 
unreasonable child, humbly and sweetly, or I will 
go back to Paradyse, where I shall not want a 
welcome.'* 

Carol did not immediately respond. She had 
seen his face in the hall, and also her sister's — ^his 
bowed head, Eunice's quick departure. 

Why had not Eunice explained ? All at once 
her puckered brows grew smooth, her cheeks 
dimpled. She remembered her sister's words — 
*' A ball — Blanche Crocker ! " If fathers will prowl 
and spy o' night-times, theirs must be the blame 
when misunderstandings follow and sisterly con- 
fidences are spoiled. 
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At all eyents she beliaved as angelicallj as was 
possible for a blooming country damsel robed in 
mazarine or azare, her golden locks snooded with 
a blue ribbon to match. 

That same night the "small boys" held a 
council of war, and Eunice, in her tapestry 
chamber, detailed her adventures. It might have 
been better had she let well alone. Her glowing 
face, her suppressed feeling, haunted silly Carol's 
warm imagination. Eunice, impassable, worldly- 
wise Eunice, certainly had a heart, perhaps 
unknown to herself. 

The fanciful sister shook off her trouble, only 
saying gravely— 

," Whoever quibbles and deceives, do you always 
speak out, dear sis ; open as the day you must be, 
or I shall think there is no truth in the world. 
We are twins. It would be bitter indeed if you 
should delude me into misery.^ 



ff 



CHAPTEB IV. 

THE BB8T BISTEB IK THB WOBTiD. 

" Eunice ! Eunice ! do you hear P How quietly 
you take everything. When the cuckoo sings all 
day, and May snow whitens the hedges, we are to 
be married — Godwin and I. Goodbye to secrets. 
By Ihis time all the world is discussing and shak- 
ing heads at us. The village — Godwin's disagree- 
able mother —Aurelia Lisle. I know what they 
will say, but never mind, if only I can coax and 
pacify my dear boys ; if Tartar Tim will be good, 
and put his sneers in his pocket, when I enlarge 
on guns, dogs, rats and horses — aU to be had for 
the asking at Paradyse — mine and theirs. And, 
until the black day of execution, I will not desert 
my troop; no, Eunice, no. Afterwards" — 

*^ Afterwards," repeated Eunice anxiously, 
having waited her sister's better resolutions in 
vain. 

"Afterwards? Ton are too matter-of-fact. 
Duchess. You want everything explained. May 
snow amongst the rest, I daresay ; you cannot have 
seen hawthorn blossom in Caristowe, poor un- 
believing girl. So much the better. I shall open 
yoxir eyes to that and many another marvel. I 
shall blossom myself at the same time ; in a day— . 
my wedding-day. Do not imagine your wise 
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connsels are wasted, I am all eyes and ears. I 
stadj your speech, attitudes, and dresses. I take 
as thankfully Godwin's growls and tyrannies. It 
is all laid up, my dear sis, for future use. I shall 
walk out of our dear old church a woman — ^I mean a 
lady-— mamma's own daughter, the bells ringing. 
Though you are our mother's child, Eunice, I 
belong to the Boultings. Sons of the soil, village 
kings and queens. I bequeath to you my honours, 
along with my subjects ; you will not find it so 
easy to rule my troop ; yet you began well ; but 
somehow nothing seems to come of it. I fancy 
people hate being done good to — silly lunatics. 
* Loye me and let me alone ' is our family motto. 
On the whole I am not sorry that my poor boys 
are all going to school. I shall decline to thank 
Godwin for sending them, utterly and entirely. 
Duchess ! " 

Having thus thrown down her tiny gauntlet, 
Carol's defiance spent itself in nods and dimples* 
A little stamp of the little foot, provoking her 
serious sister's earnest remonstrance. 

*^ It is most generous, Caro. Sorry ! It is the 
very best thing that could have happened." 

Carol made a wry face. 

" I am such a limp, lazy creature," she said. 
*^I shirk carrying burdens. Gifts — ^gifts — gifts. 
So you know all about the — the — arrangements; 
school bills — Tim's premium — to be paid out of 
my pin money. Duchess dear. It is all Godwin 
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will promise, and little enough. What else should 
I do with several hundred pounds a year 9 I am 
to be allowed the grim pleasure of ruining my 
beloved Captain. In a lawyer's office Tim will go 
to the dogs, Eunice — certainly, surely. A fiddle 
might save the wretched boy, and would not cost 
so much money ; but a fiddle I dare not buy him. 
And what have I to give in return do you sup- 
pose ? What— what ? " 

"You give yourself," Eunice answered promptly. 
" I know, because I once stayed awake half the 
night trying to do it cheerfully, Caro ; that was 
so hard, and I thought perhaps my life, my whole 
life was worth more than a gold chain and seven 
languages, and even than a friend. Settlements 
there would have been, Aunt Persy said. I be- 
lieve they are written on parchment ; my aunt 
always declared a marriage was but half a mar- 
riage without them. I left that part to her. I 
told myself over and over, he is good, he is learned, 
clever, rich, somebody who wiU make his wife 
somebody — and — and ^' — 

" You would have taken your seat in the scale 
gracefully ; you are never awkward,'* Carol said 
quickly finishing her sister's slower confession, 
"lean hear the tremendous bump of that balance 
quite plainly. An old man — seven languages — 
ridiculous ! You are something of a stranger yet, 
Eunice, to Broad Easton weights and measures. 
Acres, freehold acres, an old name, an Adonis ; it 
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is your word Dncliess ; in short where shall I be 
against Farad jseP Therefore, till the 80th of 
May, folly and I will take our fling. Sunball, 
Silkworm, Gipsy will please herself. A short life 
and a merry one. Five months, and the madcap 
vanishes. Borrow Judy's spectacles, look aU of 
yon — Godwin head of the search party — ^you will 
find a dame of high degree, a lady mistress, in 
silk and velvet. Oh dear ! " 

Snch a doleful Oh dear ! 

It was New Tear's Day. Never had the Great 
House been so fiill of ^* Peace and Goodwill" as 
during the past week. Both girls laughed 
joyously, each at the other's melancholy face. 

With the infant year a little cloud had appeared 
on the clear family horizon. The tutor, gone for 
his holiday, would return no more. His unruly 
pupils, at large whilst their favourite sister re- 
mained with them, were to be sent to suitable 
schools. Godwin insisted on the expatriation. It 
did not please him that his wife's brothers should 
be either the *'talk" or "terror" of the country- 
side. 

Tartar Tim, destined to win his " articles " in 
the ofSce of a hard-working lawyer at St. Cuth- 
bert's, must be coerced into respectability and his 
father's stem will. Eeckless, passionate and 
weak, Tim could never be trusted to choose for 
himself. A generous horse, well curbed and 
harnessed, to be driven with a whip of— 
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** Scorpions/' said pitiful Carol. ''Bren a 
hotdy-gnrdy would hare given the poor fellow the 
ghost of a chance ! " 

What does a girl know of snch matters? 
Whilst Godwin Helyar, applying himself leisurely 
to his own and his betrothed^s business, shnt his 
ears and eyes, his neighbours, gentle and simple, 
discussed the results, justifying Carol's forebod- 
ings. 

Something of a surprise Mr. Helyar's engage- 
ment had been. His courteous attentions, im- 
partial if flattering, ofben enough, set the hearts 
of mothers and daughters beating, now with fear, 
now with hope. So general an admirer was 
neither easy to catch nor hold fast. 

Only, the butterfly roving from flower to flower 
mostly gets entangled at last. Christopher Boult- 
ing was not a man to mince matters ; doubtless 
the bluff father's cross-questioning had been 
prompt and sharp. In some respects, morally 
and judicially viewed, the marriage might be pro- 
nounced admirable. Justice to the front, and 
who shall dare complain, especially when Love 
follows so prettily behind. Some folks are never 
satisfied. For "some folks*' read Tartar Tim, 
and also a much more important personage, Mrs. 
Helyar. 

Said the unruly lad, in a rage with himself and 
his destiny — 

vol*. !!• E 
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" Who cares P Not you, Silkworm. Tou'U 
feather your nest with down. Farmer Skinner 
told Pincushion so. You'll just allow me to take 
care of myself after my own fashion. If I come 
to grief, what's the odds P There'll be no tears 
shed up in Paradyse yonder. I don't know about 
that same. Tou are a little fool, Carol, and a 
turncoat besides— -twenty times worse. Take my 
advice ; it's as good as any other man's. Turn 
Lord Dandy over to Duchess Eunice, and stick to 
your own sort, the fellows who are proud of you. 
There was Mumbo ; he's coming home ; old Hop- 
kins, his father, told me the news. Found a big 
nugget, the lucky dog. Stick to your friends." 

" I mean to stick to them, Tim," the sister re- 
plied, very quietly. "Tou all misjudge me, 
Mumbo amongst the rest, if he is coming home to 
give me pleasure. It is a pity we cannot be always 
boys and girls — children, Tim, together. I hate 
growing up, but the thing has to be gone through 
with. I am as unhappy as you are sometimes, Tim 
darling — nobody need envy me ; but the 30th of 
May will make all that is wrong right, and I wish 
— I wish — ^the wedding breakfast were over. 
Pincushion gloats over his share of the cake 
abeady." 

Tim was mollified. 

" I will give the little glutton a taste of some- 
thing different. Don't cry, Silkworm," he said. 
'' There is no great hurry between this and then; 
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mind what IVe been saying. Turn Dandy over to 
the Dnchess ; she'll go well in harness with him. 
You — ^yoTi — would just kick over the traces/' 

And Tim, having arranged his tandem of Welsh 
pony and grey donkey to his mind, invited his 
favourite sister to seat herself beside him in the 
Ught cart — a joint property bought out of mutual 
savings. A gathering of young people for games 
and dancing, with no end of snap-dragon, mum- 
mery, and mistletoe, was to come off at Sir John 
Lisle's on that very evening. Eunice, in the old 
carriage, waited for her sister. Cliffe, absent in 
spirit, bodily on the box, her escort. With a shout 
of triumph the Tartar captain dashed past. All 
was not yet lost. '^ Hurrah for Silkworm ! Confu* 
sion to Dandy ! " 

Eunice, anxious to do as Aunt Anne had bid 
her, and " set an example," began to fear that with 
Carol her brother's guardian angel would fold his 
wings and depart. Admiration has but a poor 
<3hance against love and habit. Tim, true to his 
promise, kept the younger miscreants in check. A 
most artistic set of properties — ^pumpkin, phos- 
phorus, mopstick, and winding-sheet— was confis- 
cated, and the ghost of Grizzel laid effectuallj, 
once and for ever. 

'^ All right. Bounce," confided Bully. "Wait 
till the Tartar is safe in Lawyer Qlyster's office; 
then, look here, grubbed him out of the loft over 
the stables, I did. Judy says we had an uncle a 
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doctor once, what died of yellow fever, and le^ the 
Justice this valuable legacy. A first-rate babj to 
smuggle into the Duchess's bed when Fve clapped 
one of the mother's night-caps on him. Look 
here ! '' 

The skeleton of a child, imperfect and mil- 
dewed. 

With fiendish delight the wretched boys danced 
round this forgotten and unlawful horror^ and 
then carefully restored the thing to its hiding- 
place. 

" Boys ! boys ! your hands are not clean. You 
have forgotten the hair brush. Go back instantly. 
And oh, what boots ! Are we ploughmen or gen- 
tlemen 9 Carol, dear, no interference. A dark 
night bird batting papa not here to see. 
How wrong — how very wicked ! *' 

Shouts of laughter encouraged Bounce's 
mimicry. 

" Let us alone ; we'll leave her alone," cried the 
rebellious crew, "else — hurrah for the skeleton 
baby." 

Mrs. Helyar and her daughters had made their 
congratulatory call in due time, waiting for wind 
and weather. 

Introduced to Eunice, the mother's cold face 
lighted up. Eunice, instinctively aware of the 
important visitor's approval, could not but believe 
her sister's dislike to be whimsical— a prejudice 
for which Carol herself was responsible. 
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So the towu girl did her beat to be charming^ 
il>nd the visit passed off happily. One regret 
Eunice confessed. 

^^ That Scotch plaid dress, Oaio. It is so ud-^. 
fortunate, because you seldom wear it — ^and to-day 
of all times ! I could have softened it a little. 
Your bla<)k silk apron and mittens — ^butyou would 
not wait a minute, and when you came into tbe 
^om their six eyes fastened on it. I felt for you^ 
SxmbaU. I was glad you did not notice it. All 
the Helyars seem to have such good taste — these 
Helyars. I was wishing I could put the whole of 
your wardrobe " — 

" Into the fire,'' laughed Carol mischievously. 
*'^ Godwin's mother wishes the same. My eyes are 
sharper than yours, most innocent Duchess. I did 
notice ; I felt amiable directly. Could I have be- 
haved more discreetly t— more in harmony with my 
surroundings ? " 

Eunice's stock phrases lost all beauty and fitness 
•coming from Carol's mocking lips. An affecta- 
tion — an absurdity. To be offended was of no 
use. 

The town sister merely said— 

^^ I would send that plaid dress, and the ruby, 
^uid the mazzarine blue — ^to — ^to — Matilda Mary, 
Mrs. Thomas Tripp. They are not so very well 
off; she has but one Sunday gown — ^a grass green. 
She is a friend of yours, Caro.'' 

<* Her husband Thomas is — ^you foolish Duchess 
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— neither would forgive me. Oh, Eunice, Eunice ! 
How plain it is that jou are an outsider — an alien 
— without me. What will become of you in Broad 
Easton P Have patience, best sister in the world.. 
Godwin calls you that, and I like to hear him* 
Put up with me ; 'tis but the grub condition. MrSi. 
Helyar was told so for her comfort. Wait.*' 

" I believe Aunt Persy was just like you in her 
teens, ruby frocks and all,'' sighed Eunice. ^^ She 
has not changed ; red — cherry — is still her 
favourite colour, and next to red, deep blue. It is 
difficult to believe what one does not see." 

For the moment this " best sister " felt despon- 
dent, and also dissatisfied. All her life had been 
a lesson in this same waiting. She was willing to 
accept things as they were in general, and wisely 
made no investigation when Jezabel's furry car- 
case was brought by Bill, the stable boy, to the 
window of that small morning-room, where the 
" misses " were often to be seen, busy with books 
or needlework. 

*^ Do 'ee speak to Mrs. Judy, Miss Carol, miss^ 
if you please," begged the lad. " She'll take on 
terrible. 'Twasn't me as baited the old rat gin 
with the leg of the last rabbit the poaching beast 
killed. I don't know nothin'. The cat's done 
for." 

If the secret of happiness is occupation, 
Eunice's deliverance from dulness might be ex* 
plained. Godwin and Carol — Carol and Godwin 
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— engrossed her thoughts. She laboured in and 
out of season, honestly desiring that her tvdn 
sister should be admired, not only by Thomas 
Tripp and the villagers, but by the discerning, 
hard to please, social world. Royal Stuart plaid 
for rosy, golden-haired Carol ! Nobody finds 
fault with a daisy. Just an indefinable something, 
and that simplest, modest, wee crimson- tipped 
flower might be Carol's own. Eunice's gratitude 
to Godwin was as lively as ever. His manner to 
herself, most brotherly, and in its courtesy per- 
fect, made their mutual intercourse easy and de- 
lightful, reducing the pain she had at first felt to 
a pin-prick of smart, a mere disappointment. Was 
she inconstant P No — 

" He is the most perfect Prince I shall ever see,'' 
she often said. '^ I like him immensely, and to 
refuse his mother^s invitation vexes me more than 
Carol guesses. Alone — I will not visit Paradyse. 
I will be true to Sunball, and sympathise when- 
ever she is not outrageously in the wrong ; but I 
long to see my sister's beautiful future home — to 
picture her the fairy of that lovely old palace." 

In vain Godwin entreated; in vain Mrs. Eelyar 
wrote politely. Carol — selfish Carol — refused to 
martyr herself for her sister's pleasure. 

^' Mischief would come of it," she persisted. 
" In my father's house they may snub me ; in my 
husband's they will not dare. When I have a 
right I will do the honours of my own home ; I 
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will not cross the threshold on sufferance. You 
are welcome to go without me^ and be flattered 
and petted. I trust your loyalty, sis, there and 
here. My triumph is to come ; fancy that stuck- 
up mother's surprise. She shall unsay the words 
always in her heart of hearts. ' Alas ! Why did 
he not choose the other one ? The lily must 
always he queen of the garden.'" 

Eunice, silenced then, and hurt beside, pleaded 
no more. Loyal she was, a burning hot partisan 
when, at Lady Lisle's mistletoe party, she listened 
to Mrs. Helyar's languid talk, assured that she 
was meant to hear ; and indeed one can hardly 
dance out of one's turn — a London girl— Madame 
Eubelle's pupil. 

" Certainly — ^yes — ^my son's happiness is very 
dear to me — very much on my mind. Ton are a 
mother yourself, and will understand dear Lady 
Lisle. So good a son — but happiness in this 
world — how uncertain, and change — ^how common 
— minds — circumstances. I am not sanguine; 
one never knows what may happen. Yes, she is a 
graceful creature, Eunice Boulting. She has 
been well brought up. One mui^t make allow- 



ances." 



" Not for that scandalous turn out of flighty 
Tim's, Godwin," said the mother to him privately. 
<< Mercifully it was dark, and I hope no other car* 
riage nearly drove over the pair of madcaps. A 
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dankej^ a ponj^ a lantern, and, I imagine, no 
springs to the cart. If Mrs. Boulting knew 1 " 

" My little love looks none the worse for her 
jolting/* replied Godwin, not without pride. ** She 
tells me she was well wrapped up, and her dress 
would take no harm. Tim is cantankerous just 
now ; she is sorry for him. To-night, mother, you 
must be satisfied. If Eunice is the most uncom- 
mon and distinguished^ my Oaro is the freshest 
and most lovable girl in the room. A charming 
pair of sisters, difficult to choose between. Why 
does not little Sunball always wear white ? I shall 
insist upon if 

"Why indeed?'^ repeated the mother ironic- 
ally. " It is her sister's taste you may be sure. 
If you are pleased, you may thank Eunice. The 
dress is alpaca, luckily. India muslin out of a 
cart ! It is sheer perversity as well as innate bad 
taste,'' mused the discontented woman. " God- 
win can be perverse too. I wish I could be cer- 
tain how much of love and how much of expe- 
diency there is in this self-sacrifice of his. Nearly 
fire months is a long time j much may and shaU be 
done. Better for both a short than a lifelong 
misery ; only if Eunice helps her sister, as I am 
sure she has done to-night, I shall be beaten. She 
is no simpleton, that town girl ; her heart is not 
with clodhoppers and vagabondism. Would not 
Paradyse tempt — ^I mean please her? She must 
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and shall see it ; for the owner I need not trouble 
myself. Who could resist him? A man like my 
Godwin may take his choice/' 

Mrs. Helyar rose hastily^ conscience driven 
from her soft seat. Waiting her own carriage, 
she saw her son conduct both the Boulting girls 
to theirs. Lamps and lanterns are very bewilder-* 
ing ; it was impossible to deny the loveliness of 
the wild rose face peeping saucily and happily 
from beneath that rusty leather hood. 

^'Tim will be at home by this time," cried Carol 
gaily, " or sound asleep in a bramble bush. Oh, 
Godwin, look at the stars !. You have bundled me 
up in shawls and cloaks ; I am quite, quite warm 
— ^heart, and head, and hands ; one might find a 
worse bed than Brimbleton moss — ^yes, indeed, 
Eunice ; moss does not grow in Caristowe.*' 



CHAPTER V. 

OFEK SESAME. 

Etjnice's heart strayed sometimes with her fancy, 
to Tower Street. She would not willingly have 
returned there, nnless in triumph, to carry those 
dear, loving aunts away with her, and introduce 
them to her own new and brilliant life. As spec- 
tators — she was wise enough to know the difEerence 
between age and youth. Only *' behind the 
scenes ^' could two such " old-fashioned ladies '* 
live happily ; and as yet the " brilliant career '* was 
all Carol's. Aunt Anne's epistles, rare, but also 
lengthy, were read and pondered over, though the 
burden of the story might always be foretold — 

Dnmbness — dnlness — folded hands — no change^ 
A little more sleep — a little more slamber. 

*' You will grieve to hear it, my dear child," 
wrote Miss Stanisbrough neatly. " You were 
always diligent — a time husbander. Your excellent 
aunt droops and dozes more comfortably than ever 
this winter. Sad proof of vicious example; 
Eodney Helyar is always beside her. The two 
foregather, and when they do talk, join in abusing 
you and Mr. Samuel Griffiths most heartily. I 
draw my pen through * abusing ^ — at the moment, 
no other forcible word occurs to me. You know 
Mr. Samuel's prudence, your aunt's pleasant 
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whimsicality — joxi will blame neither^ judging by 
the rule of contraries. 

'* Persis upbraids you for leaving us, and says 
she would have thrust you out herself rather than 
baffle * Destiny/ or spoil the trap into which your 
father will surely be deluded. As usual, I deliver 
my testimony — ^ the strong are taken — ^the weak 
one is lefb.* * Vengeance belongs not to mortal 
women.' My dear sister pleases herself. 

^^Mr. Griffiths kept his appointment oxxlj too 
punctually the evening of the Monday on which you 
left us. Your aunt received him in the drawing- 
room, in your own chair, and her shot silk dress. 
He went away quietly after ten minutes' talk, 
promising to do nothing except after careful 
deliberation, and to enter your father's address 
amongst his ' Notes and Queries.' I need hardly 
say that he carried his gold chain with him. I 
think I saw that doubtful gift round the neck of a 
handsome, middle-aged widow lady last Sunday. 
She is stajring with his aunts, and had a very 
designing look about her, quite different from your 
honest eyes, child. However, two months of 
mourning is sufficient for decency; do not re- 
proach yourself. I nowhere read that a woman 
must leave father and mother and follow her sweet- 
heart — ^though giddy girls twist and turn whole- 
some truth to their own misery. Ton have 'other 
things,' Eunice, and can live without marriage — I 
forebode it. I am content — ^I leave repinings to 
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Pei-sis. As far Rodney Helyar and tis presump- 
tnous censure, I mxtst for once use a vulgar proverb 
— * the tettle need not call the crock black/ 

*'No news from Gabriel Cripps, good or bad. 
Gabriel will live and die a commoner ; your antft 
maintains it. I, who used to read novels, reserve 
my opinion. Tonr dear aunt is rousing up, and 
Kodney, on the alert, rouses too, and gets the 
cribbage board. I must finish quickly ; my extra 
candle will be spied and extinguished. Amy 
Helyar has no head for counting, so I teach her 
double crochet. She is a little stupid, but looks 
as young and pretty as ever in a new black satin 
dress. Kodney's employers have again advanced 
his salary, and the simple fellow came home, not 
with the extra sovereigns, but a brown-paper 
parceL He will live and die a nobody. I told 
him so, and that you had convinced me of the 
damaging fact, which is true. I feared to make 
you vain, child, and held out — that satin dress has 
convinced me." 

Anne Stanisbrough wrote again briefly, after 
receiving the news of Carol's engagement — 

*.*Tour letter, Eunice, was and is — a firebrand. 
All my endeavours fail to * dout * the conflagra- 
tion; my arguments might be oil, so fierce is the 
flame of Sister Persy's anger— looks and words. 
She believes in Providence still, poor dear woman, 
and has quarrelled out and out with Rodney, who, 
strange to say, won't hold his tongue. * Thank 
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Ood it is not Eunice ! Bather than jour adopted 
child should win Paradjse Manor, or the man who 
calls it his — I — ^now I can be a dumb dog to the 
end/ Very ill-natured and envious such growls ; 
he has repeated the nonsense more than once to 
jour aunt's face. I must allow she provoked him, 
Now-a-dajs, few joung men, alas ! are orthodox in 
their opinions. I fear Bodnej is tainted like the 
rest. Write us no more news, mj dear, till after 
the wedding. We shall have found our tempers 
bj that time.'' 

Eunice smiled at Aunt Anne's simple zeal, not 
altogether ill-pleased with Eodnej's malice. A 
dog in the manger still, that sham sailor. Some 
heresies maj be forgiven, some faults are almost 
lovable. War to the death against cowardice — 
feebleness — apathj — ^war without quarter. 

An unusuallj mild winter following after the 
earlj snowfall did wonders for Mrs. Boulting, or 
perhaps the genial home atmosphere revived her. 
Her husband's unruflSed plaoiditj, the loving care 
and companionship of two daughters, soothed and 
healed her irritable, worn-out nerves. More than 
once her " Christy " carried her in his strong 
arms to the music gallerj, a loftj, well-warmed 
upper room at the far end of the house, set apart 
for ^'noises" — that is to saj familj practisings 
and concerts. On such occasions each member 
of the household took his or her part, with hand or 
voice swelling the chorus* Even the invalid 
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xnotlier^ even deaf Judj came in harmoniously 
"when, at the close of the performance, " Home, 
Sweet Home," sung in unison, gave everybody a 
chance of being heard, and applauded soffcly, as 
was meet, by Godwin Helyar. 

That fastidious visitor, snug in the most 
luxuriant chair to be bad, shut his eyes, enduring 
the " humbug *' lazily. His silken moustache did 
him good service, concealing the cynical smile his 
unrefined friends, little Carol first and foremost, 
might have declined to excuse. " No place like 
Home ! '' Except father and mother, and perhaps 
Carol herself, which of these loud singers would 
not joyfully turn their backs upon the vaunted 
Eden 9 Sentiment is but a lie, and unquestioned 
belief a superstition — a mental habit. Godwin 
inclined to think so, holding his peace and ap- 
plauding all the same, since the father and 
'* Justice ^* willed it. 

A trifle might imperil the harmony. Godwin 
was '^wise in his generation,'* and felt truly 
sorry for Eunice's shamed discomfiture, when her 
father's lion-like roar of deepest bass brought 
" Three brown bowls " to a fragmentary ending, 
gods and goddesses pele mele tumbled together in 
confusion. 

" Stop that noise — silence. Miss — ! " 

" Sing ' Kathleen Mavourneen * or * Molly 
Bawn,' " whispered Godwin kindly, coming to the 
frightened girl's help. *'' Creatures of mortal 
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mottld ' and degenerate conception, neither conld 
ever hare cumbered your aunt's mnsic folio. Try 
them/' 

She qnicklj recovered her presence of mind, if 
not her voice. Carols ignorant of the accompani- 
ment, listened uneasily to Godwin's sustaining 
notes. Eunice was '^ brought through." Another 
time Mr. Godwin Helyar would have to sing for 
himself, the lazy fellow. If Cliffe had developed 
a voice out of very happiness, little Carol's com- 
fortable lover might surely do the same — ^might 
and must. 

Oliffe sang Handel on Sundays, and seemed to 
grow daily beneath the wondering family eyes. 
Perhaps because no mercy and but scant justice 
had been shown to Tim, ClifiPe was to be leniently 
dealt with. A colonial clergyman, a Mend of 
their own village rector, had offered to receive the 
lad on probation, and put him in the way of getting 
ordained as soon as he should be ready for the 
consecration. Cliffe's modest outfit was in prepar- 
ation. At any time his summons to set sail 
might come ; he would certainly not be present at 
his sister's marriage. 

Silkworm pouted, but resigned herself moved 
thereto by a trial sermon delivered one sunny 
afternoon from the turf turret, where the young 
missionary still studied hard. Rifle practice 
had fallen into disfavour — ^the two sisters, seated 
on a log of wood beneath the coral branch, talked 
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seriously of bridesmaids, best men, and wedding 
festivities. 

This time, all uncalled for, Dorcas appeared 
—ruffled his sandy locks with one hand, waved the 
other impressively, and delivered his extempore 
oration, 

" Rice is — ^not bread — ^but a staff of life — white 
satin shoes, useless at all times, are but fuel for 
burning. I object to pelting a bride with either. 
I will never do it. Firstly it is superstitious, and 
therefore, secondly, heathenish, I am sworn to 
wage war with both errors. In the third place " — 

But at this point the preacher, waxing vehement, 
overturned himself with his pulpit ; and when, 
struggling from beneath a donkey load of peats, 
he looked around him — his congregation had 
departed. 

« Poor, poor CMe ! '' sighed Carol. '' What a 
pity that enthusiasts are all a little mad. Did 
you ever hear such exaggerated nonsense P " 

" No,'* replied Eunice honestly ; *^ and I fancy 
we could not so easily have stopped Cliffe's argu- 
ments by word of mouth, Caro. There is reason in 
what he says, though the idea is new to me.'* 

** New let it remain,** commanded Carol indig- 
nantly. " Is all my fun to be argued out of me ? 
Without rice and slippers Paradyse will never 
get me. I remain a fixture * in my own father's 
house.' " 

VOL. II. ^ 
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Qaite unexpectedly^ the concerts came to a dis- 
cordant end. Eunice's Beethoven and Bach books^ 
with violin arrangements, reposed quietly in one 
of the gallery cupboards. ** Jiggety music" was, 
equally with bright colours, a Boulting desire and 
delight. She believed it, making no allowance 
for want of cultivation and acquaintance with 
master-pieces. 

Tim, lighting upon her pile, essayed his "prentice 
V hand,*' and fell into a frenzy. The Justice's 
favourite, '* All amongst the Barley,'* with varia- 
tions, changed into — nobody knew what. Prom 
^behind, Carol, pulling at the fiddlers coat-tails, 
transferred her grasp to his hair a^ vaudy. 
Favoured by the terror and confusion, Tim inspired, 
smarting with pain, flourished his bow, wagged 
his dark head, rolled his eyes, and gave himself up 
to a " Gigue '' of Bach's, and musical fury. 
Prestissimo — fiery and fast the strange notes 
•danced on, the father's gouty toes twitching in 
unwilling sympathy. To his feet the poor man 
rose wrathful and red, and, with a growl of warn- 
ing unheeded, fiung his wife's embroidered cushion 
full at the mad player. There was a crash, a howl 
of rage — ^then Tim, clenching his fist at his father 
or the broken instrument, rushed from the room. 

" On Monday next the office gets him, Hetty," 
the rueful husband said, sitting by his wife's sick 
bed. ^^ 'Tis punishment enough with the loss of the 
£ddle ; I shall take no further notice. Was there 



eT^r >a Boultin^ a moTintebank ? a cutter of 
capers ? The lad is ago^ to disgrace us. I b^g 
your pardon twenty times over, dear heaiit. 
'Twas that great toe of mine — the days are goi^e 
when, you and I could have footed it together 
merrily — even to witches' music. Tim shall be 
clogged. Missy will be following suit next; I saw 
it in the eyes of her. A respectable man ai^d 
attorney ; we'll turn tweedle-dee into that same, 
audbear rule in our own house, wife." 

Eunice, left much alone, frequented the garden 
and adjacent churchyard, leaving the lovers to 
each other's society. She liked to hear the boom- 
ing of the organ, and wondered much that with 
such frequent practising the music on Sunday was 
yet so inferior. But she never could get afimit- 
tance within the church, and Grubb, the cross 
sexton, made endless difficulties as to the keys. 
Even Carol said mysteriously, " It would be better 
to wait and make favour with the organist/' 
After his public services Eunice ceased to care 
about the matter, finding other interests. 

On the Saturday before Tim's departure, she 
observed that the vestry door was open, and enter- 
ing, passed into the church. The organ was silent, 
but perched on the battered cast of a grinning 
death's head, a robin red-breast did his very 
utmost to fill the pillared aisles with blithe music 
— singing a merry roundelay, whilst the rector 
paced to and fro, muttering the heads of his 
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Sunday sermon ; def^/cing, slowly but surely, with 
his country-shod feet the lettered stones and 
brasses of remote generations— a record no longer 
decipherable. 

Tbrongh the stained glass of the western window 
the setting sun shone, rainbow coloured. 

When the last glow of light faded, the bird, 
ceasing his song, flew higher up into the darkness 
of the roof, and the clergyman left the church 
without noticing Eunice. She heard the key 
turned, the retreating footsteps, and wondered if 
she were indeed locked in. 

A long wailing note from the organ, the sweetest, 
saddest strain of music, entranced her — ^twilight, 
gathering darkness, loneliness, everything was 
forgotten. The player ceased, but he would 
doubtless begin again, and in Sir Simon's chapel 
she might sit as long as she listed. At the far 
end of the grand old church, that railed in en- 
closure, often attracted visitors. The chapel had 
been added centuries before at the cost of a family 
long extinct. Designed as a burial place or 
mausoleum, only one unwieldy monument oc- 
cupied the dusky space. A huge pile of rough 
Brimbletbn stone unworked; block upon block, 
rising nearly to the painted roof, the top adorned 
with an iron vase, and the once gilded effigy of a 
mailed hand. 

Eunice was familiar with the legend. Sir 
Simon's body rested in *'Paynim lands,** his 
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liand^ the pledge Lady Grizzel held once warm in 
her own — and once only — smouldered in the iron 
casket, brought home by a faithfal comrade to 
remind the false maiden of her broken promise. 
Only Grizzel had never been false, nor smiled for 
a moment on the husband of her cruel father's 
choosing. Instead she dwindled and died, before 
her lover, and her graven effigy at the foot of his 
monument attested her slimness. Broad Easton 
farmers, Protestant to the back bone, shook their 
puzzled heads at the purgatorial flames, the angels 
and devils, all alike hideous, coarsely painted on 
the chapel roof. 

Cleanliness, close akin to godliness, may be out 
of place in farm yards, and therefore wanting ; as 
in Broad Easton it certainly was. In the House 
of God ! A petition for the scrubbing, scraping, 
and white- washing of Sir Simon's annexed court, 
roof and all, with estimate of costs appended, lay 
in the Squire's bureau, signed by half a score of 
churchwardens, retired or in office. 

Humbler folk were shy of the chapel for another 
reason. Lime and yellow ochre have been known 
to lay effectually spirits as well as spiders— the 
unhappy Lady Grizzel found no friends in life or 
death. 

Eunice, careless of gloom and dust, made straight 
for a gleam of light on the stone steps, and was 
immediately pulled down into the lap of her sister 
Carols and bid to " find a place somewhere." Caro 
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had discarded her wliite shawl and ensconced her- 
self with Godwin Helyar in an angle, between two 
hnge blocks, where the dark figures of the lovers 
were scarcely discernible. 

*' You come in time to prevent a quarrel, most 
serene Duchess," little Sunball said, " but first " — 
she rose to her feet, made a speaking trumpet of 
her hands and cried — " Play five minutes longer — 
five minutes." 

A light trembled in the organ loft, spreading 
and rotmding to a full moon glow. The stuflF 
curtains were drawn apart. A dark face and 
figure looked forth. 

" Tim ! " exclaimed Eunice. " Tartar Tim ! " 

" Of course," replied Carol. " Now you know ; 
Godwin also has this evening found out our harm- 
less secret. Hush ! Listen ! " 

^^ Oh for the wings — ^the wings of a dove " — 

The light was extinguished — ^the last lovely note 
died lingering away. Nobody spoke. Eunice 
thought that she heard Tim's footsteps not far 
from them, but if so the lad went his owH way. 
Said Carol presently, with discordant fierceness, 

" The wings of a dove ! You have heard. You 
will send him to — ^to — ^ruin — because, forsooth, Mrs'. 
Grundy objects to music-masters. Oh, Godwin ! " 

'* The question is not one of masters at all," 
Mr. Helyar answered, repressing a weary sigh or 
yawn. '* Society does not like street musicians. 
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my Caro — ^neith^r do I. Tim would never get 
any higher. Talent he may have — ^I give no 
opinion, though I might do so. Industry, per- 
severance, all that goes to make an artist — a 
master — ^my darling, your Tim has no work in 
him. Under orders he will copy and convey, 
ofiPending nobody's ears, nobody's prejudices. He 
will submit to the inevitable as many a genius 
has done before him, living to thank his wiser 
friends. What will you wager me, Sunball? " 

" Oh the world ! the world ! the world ! ^' cried 
Carol passionately, '' everywhere, even in church. 
I believe you love it better than you love me, 
Godwin. If you would only speak the truth, the 
whole truth. I will never be separated from my 
boys — never. You must take them, with me — 
organ grinders, street preachers. Cliffe has the 
gift of tongue and perseverance too. I can't 
think what made you run such a damaging risk. 
Will I wager P Suppose Tim and I join partner- 
ship, a pair of wandering fiddlers ? What would 
happen ? There are worthier girls close at hand 
—-docile creatures. You would let me go " — 

"Dare to say it" — he told her laughing, but 
there was annoyance in his tone. Eunice, very 
uncomfortable, took advantage of the silence to- 
speak — 

" I think we are in the wrong place for such 
discussions. I am sure that Judy has tea ready.' 
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Godwin responded by helping her to rise, and 
when she stumbled, guiding her through the dark- 
ness. 

Carol, who knew every step of the way, was at 
the vestry door, when the others arrived. The 
key left in the lock, yielded to Godwin's hand ; 
he held the door open for the girls to pass. 

" Oh, my violets ! my violets ! The bunch you 
brought me ! ^' said Carol in dismay, " from your 
Paradyse conservatory, Godwin. I left them with 
Sir Simon — I must go back. Come along Eunice, 
this courteous knight of ours will wait. Come 
along 1 '* 

She dragged her sister on rapidly, passing down 
the nearly dark aisle into the quite dark chapel. 
The violets were found and secured ; still, with a 
firm grip Eunice was pulled and guided down 
steps — two — three — amongst timber and rubbish, 
in mouldy, stifling blackness. Sick and be- 
wildered, breath for speaking failed her; she 
heard the drawing back of a bolt, felt the fresh 
air, and immediately found herself on the grass, 
tombs all around her, and a crescent moon over 
her head shining faintly in the evening sky. 



CHAPTER VI. 

MACCHIAVELLIAN. 

How delicious that pure cold wind. Eunice's cry 
•of relief and pleasure was instantly strangled. 

'^Be quiet, be quick," whispered Carol ; *^ God- 
win cannot see, don't let him hear us. Keep close 
to me.'' 

Threading their way through the tallest grave- 
stones, the sisters reached a low boundary wall. 
Carol cleared it at a spring, helped Eunice to 
tumble over, and then guided her through a dark 
maze of shrubbery, easily finding a way where 
path there seemed to be none. In three minutes 
they stood beneath one of the back drawing-room 
windows, lifted the sash, and were at home. 

Only firelight and the shining of the tea equipage 
in the comfortable, quiet room. A couple of well- 
■cushioned beehive chairs stood invitingly on each 
side of the hearthrug. Packing her bewildered 
sister into one of these portable arbours, Carol 
curled her own plump little figure snugly in the 
other, and said merrily — 

'^ Whilst Godwin waits or goes in quest of us, 
like a valiant knight, I will tell you all about it, 
dear Duchess." 

Silence — save for the pleasant crackle of burn- 
ing wood between the polished steel bars, Judy's 
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boast and pride, Trjphosa's daily cross. Then 
Eunice's impatient reminder — 

*' This is really childish ; what does it mean ? 
Speak to me, Carol ; begin." 

" I am thinking, dear Duchess, a weakness I 
never give in to unless provoked as — as I have 
been this evening. Yes, T am thinking. Are you . 
a humbug too, sis P '^ 

Eunice coloured. Carol, uneasy and rustling 
amongst her cushions, answered her own ques- 
tion — 

" You know you are, but I — I don't believe it, 
because I won't. There ! the demon is routed ! 
Sir Simon, dearest, arch-fiend of doubters. He 
was at my ear in his chapel ; he went with me — 
nasty carping, suspicious wretch ! — making some- 
things out of nothings ; 'Tis his trade and his 
torment ever since he broke his GrizzePs heart 
and flung his mailed hand, his superior goodness, 
and that sort of thing, in her face. I hate him ! 
Grizzel is my good angel — goaded to death GrizzeL 
In the wrong place for discussions, were we ? I 
would stand up for the oppressed on the very 
steps of the altar. I should feel as strong as a 
lion there. Ah, some day I shall have to show 
you all what the Grizzels can do ! No, no," she 
said, with quick change of voice, ^'I hope not. 
No, no. Laugh at me, Eunice, if you please ; put 
my heroics to flight. I have fought my last battle 
for Tim. Tim will have to go down very low 
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indeed, tliat I may take my ease and sun myself 
in — Paradyse. That is so cruel ! '* 

"I do not see the why or the wherefore/* 
answered Eunice. " Be reasonable, Caro. I can 
sympathise with Godwin, for the question is— 
Would Tim work — work and suffer for his art ? " 

" Of course, of course," said the other hastily. 
" I mean Tim would not work — not in that way, 
Eunice ; but they might give him his one chance, 
and let his failure be his own fault. Driven with 
bit and spur against his own will, he will turn, 
first restive and then vicious. I know it by 
myself and Taffy, our pony. If I like a thing I 
can go through fire and water and never tire. If 
I am imposed upon, cheated. Sir Simon gets me, 
plays with me like a Punch and Judy puppet. The 
madder the dance, the better afterwards. Being a 
girl, I should repent too late perhaps. Tim is a 
boy ; Tim will not repent. He knows them well,, 
those painted devils in Sir Simon's chapel roof. 
He slBes them often enough; there are seven of 
them. I can guess what will happen. I hoped 
you might have done something, but you side 
with Godwin ; you are not one of us, and cannot 
understand." 

'*! wish I had never unpacked that violin 
music,'* sighed Eunice disconsolately, not quit& 
knowing what to say. " It was given to Gabriel 
Gripps by a real musician, a genius— our organist 
at St. Nicholas*. Grabriel could not play it, and 
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thought it * queer stu£F/ So did I until I heard 
Tim the other evening. Carol, Tim must stick to 
his music and the law beside. That is what I 
should do ; never, never would J be beaten. Tim 
must hold fast — ^not slyly. If we were all to join ; 
if we all spoke out " — 

. Carol shook her flaxen head. Must is not will. 

" Hear my story /^ she replied gaily. '' We 
have been doleful long enough. Tim has always 
been music mad by fits and starts, now taking* up 
one instrument, now another, but never keeping 
faithful to any. After your return he committed 
high treason, and instead of * The Merry Swiss 
Boy,' ' Rule, Britannia,' or even ' The Harmonious 
Blacksmith,' which last papa has no objection to — 
instead of our old friends the possessed boy treated 
us to goodness knows what, picked up out of your 
town books. ^Devil's music,' says the father, 
^ since it has turned Tim's head and made a rebel 
of him.' For me, I love all music — not equally ; 
those queer melodies sing themselves in my head, 
and driv^e old loves out. That I do not like. Papa 
never puts up with novelties, and rules in his own 
house as he does in the village. Tim's plodding 
respectability is secured, and the organ, his latest 
passion, sternly forbidden. The rector, plausibly 
talked over, keeps the church keys under his 
pillow ; that is jealousy. With tears in his eyes, 
old Grubb, the sexton, declares he can't help us. 
Then one Sunday evening the good old fellow takea 
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US after service behind Sir Simon's monument into 
that hole, the entrance to the vaults, and shows- 
us cofl&n covers, bones, breastplates — ^horrors, yes 
—but also ' Open Sesame,' that door, my dear,. 
bricked up loosely, not mortared, unknown to all 
but a few ancient people, and hidden outside by 
the ivy. So, of course, we keep the secret, and 
Tim goes in and out at his pleasure, not too 
often, and the organist, who is poor and no 
musician, holds his tongue — for a reason. Roasted 
hare makes a nice Sunday dinner. Grubb prefera 
his ' pussy cat ' boiled. Tim would die rather 
than peach; he has many grateful friends. I 
wanted so much to tell you this before, but the 
boy said, ' Wait tiU I can play her favourite piece 
better.' You heard him; Godwin heard him. 
You know'' — 

" You have told Godwin also ? " said Eunice. 

" Not about the door, not yet," answered Carol. 
" It is Tim's secret. He will be at home from 
Saturday to Monday. The organ is my last hope 
for him. I trust you. Duchess — it is no very 
sinful matter — I trust you." 

Always some mystery, some trifling conceal- 
ment. Eunice disliked it, but did not feel able 
to resist. 

" Sit still, sit still," cried Carol ; then gleefully 
—"At last our knight returns. Listen ! " 

The drawing-room door was hastily opened, 
and Godwin Helyar as hastily looked in. The 



"^8 JPLUTTO ADOmB. 

fire had :g<me down; the room waa^bat djImJor 
lighted. 

" They are not here,'* he said in a troubled 
voice ; *' how could they be ? Get lanterns, Tiy- 
phosa. Send for Grubb; we must search the 
vaults/' 

" Would you not like a cup of tea first ? '* in- 
quired Carol placidly, appearing in the doorway; 
*^ it has been ready this half*hour, and must ^be 
cold. There are more doors than one in a church 
usually." 

"But they were locked; I tried them all,'Mie 
said, still anxious, detaining her; ^'and one of 
the aisle gratings was open. I had noticed it. 
Caro, Caro, I have suffered torture I *' 

She did not care to doubt him ; her heart smote 
her. Her amende honorable satisfied him. The 
lovers passed a blissful eveuing. 

"And so you gave me the slip, thanks to 
Eunice's * Shades of evening hovering o'er us f' 
he said, bidding his demure lady good-night. " Do 
not try the experiment again, Caro. I am stupid 
in the matter of practical jokes. Very bad taste, 
which is worse than childish, my own. Ask Sister 
Eunice." 

Carol pouted. 

" Make better use of your own eyes," she re- 
torted. ** Look me always in the face, Godwin. 
It will spare us many a blunder and many a heart- 
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■}Ekclie. Eunice is my twin, not my double. I was 
left to take care of myself. I did it.*' 

" Things are certainly improved/' remarked Mrs. 
Helyar to her daughter a few weeks after Tim's 
settlement at St. Cuthbert's. '* That gipsy-fe^ed 
boy exercised qnite an evil influence over bis 
sister. I see a shade of difference." 

"Much more than a shade, mother/* replied 
Godwin, taking the sofa seat vacated at bis 
entrance by Clare and Sophy. 

A walk in the grounds, a search for March 
violets, was at least preferable to family bickerings, 
familiar and useless. 

Mother and son remained alone. 

"You were talking of the Boultings, mother. 
Eunice takes affcer Mrs. Boulting's side of the 
h^use; my Carol resembles her father. These 
twins have the same features; the difference lies 
in colouring, expression, and very decidedly in 
character, partly, I should say, the result of cir- 
cumstance and bringing up. Both girls are 
charming, hard to choose between. You were 
thinking so P " 

"On the contrary," she replied warmly. "I 
.seldom allow myself to compare them; the dis- 
advantage is so great." 

** To which of the girls ? " he asked, amused, 
raising his bright eyes mischievously. 

Mrs. Helyar crimsoned. She controlled herself^ 
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since nothing was to be gained by hot temper. 
She needed tact and judgment, all her motherlj 
wisdom. 

" You know my opinion very well, Godwin/' she 
answered calmly. '^ Only yesterday Lady Lisle 
observed, ^ No one would suppose those twin girls 
to be even sisters.' " 

** And what the — what on earth is Lady Lisle 
to me ? " cried Godwin, with a burst of ill -humour,. 
** I am not marrying her daughter ! The Lisles 
be — My lady may hold her tongue or not. I 
shall please myself/' 

** Ah, but will you, dear Godwin ? If I were 
sure of — of your happiness I would hold my tongue 
too. * Till death us do part ' is a long time ; and 
your tastes, your habits. I do not want to pain, 
you, but if you would consider " — - 

"Now, mother, enough of this," he told her 
peremptorily. '* My mind is made up ; my heart 
goes with my resolution. Consider ! I have con^ 
sidered, and I have chosen Carol — not yet every- 
thing I admire ; that will come in due time, for, 
you see, she loves me, my sweet wild rose, and 
chose me, I fancy, long ago. I begin to under- 
stand, to put faith in her. Love works wonders,, 
mother. You must allow that my Caro is quite 
another girl, tamed and softened, since Eunice 



came." 



" Since Eunice came," sighed the mother sig- 
nificantly. " How blind it suits you to be. Hav& 
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your own way, and leave me my opinion. For the 
love whicli lasts between you and Carol Boulting 
— a mother who looks on impartially may have 
doubts.'^ 

"No she may not/^ he insisted with some 
annoyance. "Come, come, mother, you are too 
hard upon me. I am honest and open with you^ 
at any rate, and you turn my candour against me» 
Little Caro has very often vexed and disappointed 
me, but — since Eunice came — in short, I love my 
field-daisy better and better every day. Her 
sweet face always charmed me; her heart is of 
gold, childlike and pure, and all mine from the 
first — ^mine, mine, * tender and true.' *' 

He hummed the refrain defiantly, watching hia 
mother's unbelieving face. Let her contradict 
him if she could. Here lie had her, fast and 
silent. 

'^ Would you tempt your son to ingratitude ? "^ 
he asked with smiling confidence. 

" Dr. Hopkins drove over yesterday," observed 
Mrs, Helyar wearily, changing the subject.. 
"Sophy has her spring cough again. Mrs. 
Hopkins came too, and stayed with me for tea 
whilst her husband made the round of his farmer 
patients. She was full of talk as usual, and 
happily on a new topic. The son is expected 
home ; lie ran away, you know, with one of the 
Jioultings to the Australian diggings. Thift 

VOL. II. a 
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scapegrace, unlike the Boultings, has been hickj, 
and has found a wonderful nugget.'* 

**Much good may his luck do him/' said Godwin 
lazily. 

He could not exhaust himself in discussing a 
Hopkins, because his mother had some queer 
reason for doing so. At what was she aiming P 
The flush still on her cheek, the flutter in her 
Toice, betrayed her. 

*' I am afraid it will not do the poor young man 
good; it has come over late/' she went on, 
" Naturally his mother thinks he has been treated 
unfairly. She said nothing of the kind. Oh, no ! 
She merely told me the simple facts in her artless 
way. To find a nugget and lose a wife; Mrs. 
Hopkins considers it hard, because the nugget 
was to have secured the bride, had not constancy 
been out of fashion now-a-days." 

Godwin, still indifferent, made no reply. Mrs. 
Helyar reflected a moment, gathering together the 
threads of her story. 

"I wonder how many nuggets would buy a 
ParadyseP " she said. " But the young man was 
always fearfully in love and in earnest. He went 
away for a purpose ; he is on his voyage back, and 
I imagine will at once set sail again, for though 
no name was mentioned or hinted at, he can 
scarcely be present at Carol Boulting's wedding. 
Such things happen every day ; still I am sorry 
for him. They were both children— thoughtleas.** 
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" Say in plain words what you mean, mother," 
ihe son requested quietly. "A choice ,bit of 
gossip which is sure to be a lie. Let us hear it." 

" Carol Boulting was and is the young man's 
love,'' answered Mrs. Helyar boldly. "I have 
often heard their names coupled together before 
her engagement to you became known. Mumbo, 
everybody has a soubriquet in that family, your- 
self not excepted, Godvnn, I grieve to say. 
Mumbo ran away to get rich, and Carol was to 
wait for him. Mumbo ! one shudders. Ah, if 
Mrs. Boulting had guessed! He was her 
daughter's constant companion, I am told; one 
of the ' troop.' " 

'^ A troop of children together ; ridiculous ! " 
muttered Godwin. " Boys and girls." 

**Boys and a girl," corrected the mother. 
*'Yes, it is lamentable; the girl grows older, 
perhaps wiser. I allow it in this case. I allow 
it, but I felt I must tell you ; we have always, as 
you say, been open with each other. I have done 
my disagreeable duty." 

"A work of supererogation," he said drily. 
*^Tou mean well, mother mine — I — I suppose. 
Mrs. Hopkins is more foolish and garrulous than 
her husband. That this romantic story is of her 
own making, pieced together out of the merest 
shreds and patches, you may rest assured. I 
remember seeing the over-grown, ugly lad. 
Children — children. Carol has not once mentioned 
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his name ; she is as transparent as the laomingy. 
and has forgotten his existence. She loves, she 
always has loved, me. I had hard work to make 
her acknowledge it; that wreck at Bimbeach 
befriended me. And she would often now take 
back her word, being a real woman. Teasing is 
one of her faults, or charms. Mumbo, and my 
Carol ! Ton must feel yourself it is absurd. The 
child would have blurted her folly all out long 
ago, seeing it was a play, a make believe — or, more 
likely, nothing." 

" They have all been badly brought up,'* said 
Mrs. Helyar with sorrowful patience, ** except 
Exmice. Plots, little secrets, scheming. Thei^ 
is an organist, a poor, needy man ; our friend, the 
rector of Broad Easton, ought to be told. And old 
Oiiibb, a sexton^ bribed to let Tim in and out of 
the church against his father's express commands. 
Mrs. Hopkins inferred it. If Carol deceives 
others— Oh, my dear Godwin ! you should open 
your eyes. It is all I ask ; it is indeed. Did 
Carol teU you of these things 9 ** 

"She did," replied Godwin with pardonable 
asseveration, thinking of his Carol's advice and 
that evening of mystification in Sh- Simon's 
chapel. His mother's tongue must be silenced. 
For the present confidence between them was at 
an end. If she had planted thorns in his pillow 
he did not intend her to find out her success, to 
discover how much he had been told or how little. 
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**I shall marry Carol Boulting or nobody/' lie 
declared^ and thus closed the disturbiog conver- 
sation. 

A ring of emeraldfi and opals arriving the next 
day opportunely, he mounted his horse, resolved 
to face trouble, and either leave the costly jewel 
on Carol's fi.nger or die a bachelor. He brought 
the ring back again in his pockety locked it 
safely away, lighted a cigar, and wished that a 
few of his ** weU wishers '* might meet with their 
deserts. 



CHAPTER Vn. 

UNDEBTE. 

Foiled, yet on the whole content, Godwin Helyar 
smoked serenely, having vented his maledictions 
liberally and so recovered faith and temper. 

*' Save me from my friends." 

" Everybody likes you, takes an interest in you,, 
dear Grodwin,'* Carol had said ingenuously. " No 
wonder they envy me, and even say spiteful things. 
I can forgive them ; what does it matter ? Half a 
dozen elderly gossips contradicting and inventing. 
But men never listen to such babble, much less 
believe it. I can see you have been annoyed. No 
thank you, I am not in the least curious ; unless — 
Tou have brought the ring ? Let me see it. Put 
it on yourself. Ah ! I thought so, too large ; it 
has dropped on to your own finger tip, the 
beautiful, shining thing. I should lose it the 
first time I went nesting. It will have to be 
changed — emeralds and opals — ^no, no, I mean 
send it to be taken smaller. Only the next ring 
you give me be sure you make no mistake.'' 

She looked so pretty, so guileless, covered with 
blushes, her blue eyes dancing, her fair hair no 
longer cropped, ruffled into a curly tangle of dull 
and bright gold. A brown hoUand dress, well 
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and plainly made ; a blue ribbon round her white 
throat. Could he cross question, find fanlt with 
her, remember his irritation ? The slender finger 
must be measured very accurately, and Carol's own 
trouble shared. 

"Judy says it is an evil omen/^ she whispered. 
"This is the second time my engagement ring 
has remained in your pocket. The first, you know^ 
I would not even try it. I was not ready, and 
now — green and white ! * Love forsaken quite.' 
Most unlucky. Some day you shall give it to 
Eunice. She laughs at omens ; she will think it 
a beauty. Poor, unengaged Carol, without a ring ! 
I let them think so; I love a tiny secret, it 
bewilders the would-be wise. Tou know, dear 
Godwin, you can laugh with me.*' 

Then the blue ribbon had been drawn forth and 
the betwitched lover's own " antique,'' coquettishly 
dangled before his eyes. That unbecoming fool's 
cap and bells. 

"Which you must not be ashamed to wear 
your life long after our wedding day," she told 
him. " That is what the busybodies mutter, 
and, wishing you well, pity you. The grievance 
you meant to confide to me this morning, I 
divined it instantly. A. simpleton, and proud of 
my unreasonable faith. The conceit of the girl I 
A madcap, a rustic, to believe that Eunice's 
Prince Perfect wears little Oaro's colours. Will 
Jive and fight, and die if need be, for a village 
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xnaiden — ^for SunbaU I It is worth all the 
diamonds." 

Love and trust made her joyous voice musical. 
Godwin was more than satisfied ; his quarrel could 
not be with Caro. 

If her good angel, Grizzel and not Sir Simon^ 
might have stood always beside this " Undine/* 
her story, ended with the merry month of May, 
might have been as delightful. April storms do 
not always bring forth summer flowers, but often 
work grievous desolation, blighting and nipping 
all that looked greenest— most promising. 

" The little witch loves me well," decided 
Godwin. " A child easily moulded to my fancy. 
A mischief, fun-loving, untrained child." 

And he regretted that it was not possible to 
make the weeks fly faster. 

Carol, at one with him in this .desire, felt herself 
rapidly being beaten and grew frightened. What 
had become of her prudence, her doubts, her dear 
old dresses, her teasing, scampering self? She 
must hold out if ever so little ; she must combat 
this strange desire to be good, conformable^ as 
much a lady as her mother, as Eunice. The glory 
of the transformation must not be anticipated. 

" We are bound to be in readiness, girls,'' said 
Mrs. Helyar. ^' It is a comfort that your dresses, 
simple white, may be worn on any occasion. 
Only honeysuckle trimmings to distinguish the 
bridesmaids from the bride. You may thank 
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Uanice that you are not all a bevy of genteel milk- 
maids in * mauve.' Natural honeysuckle, where 
to be met with so early in the season I cannot 
tell/' 

"Leave the flowers to me," replied Godwin. 
^*If they are not picked in the hedges, nobody 
shall find out the diflFerence. Eunice has yet to 
visit Paris. I would do very much more to please 
so good and charming a sister.** 

" Be patient with Tim when I am gone, dear 
Duchess,** implored Carol. " Do not forget to 
have the drawing-room window-latch mended, I 
beg of you. The darling boy got out that way on 
Sunday night and dug your grave, sis. A grave 
in which to bury the horrible bony skeleton ; the 
babe in one of mamma's night caps, all ready 
dressed for your bed, dear, unsuspecting creature. 
Bully and Bounce are just wild; little they 
thought that Tim knew. Keep our secrets, the 
shrubbery path. No, I will not let you off your 
promise. In this house one lives and lets live by 
stratagem ; you will see that I am right sooner or 
later. You will acknowledge there was no harm ; 
the exigencies of war, dear, nothing more terrible. 
Prythee, good sis, be easy and quiet ; we are not 
angels yet, though Godwin affects to think so. I 
almost wish I had not been afraid of temptation.** 

"Whenever there is the slightest doubt or 
danger avoid it, for Godwin's sake,** entreated 
Eunice too much in earnest. 
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Carol laughed. 

" Danger, my dear Prudence ! Bread and butter 
agreeably peppered with red ants ; spiders 
sugaring our tea, not to be dissolved, though we 
stir our twig spoons to a jelly. Oh, cautious 
Duchess ! Bounce and Bully pine to go a fishing 
and boil their gipsy kettle on Windwhistle. A 
part of the Paradyse Manor, Eunice, so papa will 
not trust such trespassers without a guide. I am 
always decently dressed now. I said no " — 

" A part of Paradyse Manor,'* repeated Eunice. 
" And thfe day so lovely ; but you did right, Caro.'^ 

Carols eyes sparkled. She left her sister^s room 
without another word, returning soon a country- 
fied little figure, in green, red, and yellow — that 
royal, discarded Scotch plaid, the most objection- 
able of all her objectionable dresses, the gayest 
and brightest. 

*' Get on your things quickly, sis,*' she cried,, 
swinging a battered straw hat joyously to and fro. 
'' Wear anything you like ; you will not tumble 
into mischief. Taffy is harnessed, kettle and 
stools are in the cart. You are my tempter, come.'* 

Walking or riding the party had a pleasant 
time. Tea despatched, tbe boys proceeded to 
business with rod and worms. 

Carol guided her less active sister down the 
narrow ravine, at the bottom of which the noisy 
stream rushed^ over pebble banks and masses of 
brown granite. Path there was none, and before 
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long Eunice saw with pleasure that it would not 
he possible to scramble further. Her well-fitting 
town boots ofFrench kid gave no protection against 
the sharp flints ; whilst Carol, springing like a goat, 
seemed always to alight on a carpet of woven 
mosses. But not even a chamois might pass the 
bare, perpendicular mass of rock round which the 
stream, now a river, rolled smoothly, making a 
sharp bend, and lost to sight between its hilly 
barriers. 

Sunball, recognising the position, and no* ways 
disconcerted, stooped low. Eunice took a step 
or two on the return route. When she looked 
back, behold her tiresome sister triumphantly 
seated on a huge boulder in the very middle of 
the frothing waters ; reclining as fearlessly as 
though she were on a couch of silk and ivory — 
the silk, hart's tongue fern, the ivory, polished 
stone. 

"It is Undine herself,'' cried the admiring,, 
doubtful town girl. " But how did you get there ? 
And come back again, you make me shudder.'' 

Answer — shouted — 

« 

" Who was or is. Undine ? What a nice name. 
I never heard of her ? " 

** Come back to the bank, Sunball, and I will 
tell you." 

" I prefer being told here. I mean you to come 
to me/' 

" Impossible ! " 
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** Quite easy. Take off jour boots and stockings, 
put them in your pocket ; tuck up that frightfully 
clean long dress, and wade. The water is splendidly 
cold, and only deep here and there. Step where I 
tell you/* 

Eunice stood trembling, the foam and rush 
looked perilous. 

Sunball laughed good-naturedly, but would not 
quit her perch. 

'* You tempted me, remember," she said ; " I am 
in for a last frolic. I mean to have it. Who is 
Undine?" 

And two naked feet, rosy red, dabbled in the 
whirling eddies, emerging, redder still, to be dried 
in the hot sun. 

Most unwillingly Eunice made her preparations. 
Her pocket, too small for the parcel jammed into 
it, hampered her sorely. With fear and dislike, 
taking each slippery step according to Carol's in- 
structions, she safely reached her sister's side, and 
saw the parcel, her own boots and stockings, 
sailing along round the bend, SxmbalPs hat in the 
rear. 

It was too much. As her ehauasure disappeared 
Eunice fairly cried. There was nobody to impress, 
nobody to win over or even do good to ; she let her 
tears fall, injured and unashamed. 

^* All right," cried Carol gaily, " you are not 
used to it, my dear ; everyone must have a be- 
^nning. You'll grow to like it, gipsying, as 
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dearlj as I do. My belongings are safe, of course ; 
you shall Iiaye them. I made a dive after jours^ 
and lost my hat. It seems we are not to part 
company, for good or ill. Charming, isn't it ? I 
can ride home in the cart. Now for Undine. 
Think of your courage and Judy's cat." 

Eunice was flattered; her smarting feet felt 
comfortable bathed in the cool spray. She enjojed 
telling her tale ; perhaps Caro might be warned — 
there was need of it. 

" Undine means water nymph, Caro — a frisky, 
lovely creature, always in mischief, until she dearly 
byed a handsome Baron, and through lore won a 
soul, for herself, you know." 

" Did he not care for her P Oh, poor Undine ! " 

" I fancy he did care at last, very much, but not 
80 much, perhaps, as she did, and she began it. 
She played pranks and teased him, bub all in a 
pretty way, till they were married. Then she be- 
came good as an angel — ^I mean a real woman. 
She was one — she had her soul." 

** And they both lived long — as happy — as happy 
as"— 

Carol could not express herself. Deeply in- 
terested, she waited with parted lips and throbbing 
heart for her sister's next words. 

^^They were both very miserable; it is the 
saddest, wildest story — ^yet I like it, far, far better 
than namby-pamby * Paul . et Virginie,' full of 
sonnets and sentiment and broken hearts." 
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'*They were miserable — why — why?" asked 
Caro impatiently. 

She had not heard a word of " Paul et Virginie/' 
With passionate insistence she said — 

*' Undine got her sonl^ became a woman, then she 
and her husband were happy — happy ever after. 
Ton are innocent, Duchess ; you know nothing 
about love — nothing. The two were happy." 

And Carol, having ended her sister's tale in the 
approved fashion, prepared to go. 

*'The woman might have been happy after a 
time," said Eunice thoughtfully. "She acted 
nobly, unselfishly ; she had her soul. The Baron 
—I do not like him — I cannot excuse him — he- 
he found out that he had made a mistake ; he was 
cruel to Undine. So she was lost to him. She 
went back to her home under the river, and he 
married his first love, and came to a wretched end. 
I cannot excuse him." 

The river plashing, the trees rustling, a strange 
bird calling, else silence, until Eunice asked 
wonderingly— 

'^ How long are we to sit here, Sunball P " 

" You cannot excuse him, the Baron. Ah, but 
I can, Eunice ! Undine was to blame, innocently. 
She did all she could ; she made amends, and gave 
the true lovers to each other directly. She found 
out the mistake. What did it matter to her, her 
own happiness ? Could she buy it at the cost of 
her Baron's misery P No, no." 
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'' Tou don't understand — everybody blundered. 
CJaro, Caro ! that is the wrong side. Where are 
you going ? '' cried Eunice. 

Her arm was taken ; she found herself on that 
wrong and opposite bank, CaroPs shoes and 
stockings comfortably on her feet ; and still breath, 
for resistance failed her. 

^' Up this grassy slope lies our way," she was 
told dictatorially. "It is not far, and smooth 
walking for me. Just below the top I intend 
blinding you, only an instant. You may trust 
Undine, Duchess dear." 

It was done, and the handkerchief again re- 
moved. 

The two girls stood on a sharp ridge, and looked 
down into the emerald green valley. The western 
Combe, most beautiful with its river, lake, lawns, 
woods, distant moorland, and, crown and centre of 
all, the grey mediaeval palace, warm in the evening 
sunlight — Paradyse Manor. Eunice's delight and 
admiration infected her changeable sister. CaroFs 
bare feet danced on the short turf; she clapped 
her hands like a child. 

" It is all Godwin's ; it will be yours, and the 
boys, and mine," she said earnestly. "Now we 
must go back. Duchess." 

" Not the same way ; not through the river I 
implore you," begged Eunice. 

Carol considered — 

"There is another road, and a bridge down. 
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yonder," she allowed, " nearly two miles farther,, 
wliicli would not matter ; bat to reach the bridge 
we should have to follow that path you see below^ 
through a wicket gate and the grounds^ close by 
the house. We might meet someone ; it is most 
probable. Still, if you wish it, dearest "— 

" Oh, no, no— not for the world ! " cried the 
other in alarm, seizing her mischieyous com- 
panion's arm. '^I daresay I can manage. Let 
us make haste. I do belieye I see figures moving 
amongst the shrubs ; we are so conspicuous here. 
Carol Caro!" 

"It is Mrs. Helyar and — and — ^yes — ^Lady Lisle, 
with the stately Aurelia; my Godwin follows. 
What fun to show ourselves ! Am I very disre- 
putable ? Would he own me P Shall we do it ? 
What do you think, sis — shall we go and meet 
them?" 

She had not the slightest intention beyond 
shocking Eunice's correct notions. As ill-luck 
would have it, that matter-of-fact and fastidious 
young lady, looking at her own clumsy feet, all wet 
and muddy, and at Carol's pink toes, exclaimed in 
a panic — 

" He would be ashamed of you — ^he would, he 
would — his mother — Lady Lisle— Aurelia — what a 
disgrace ! If you love me, Caro, come away 
instantly, before they leave the shiiibbery and 
discover us.'' 

Carol, busily "tidying "the suppliant, smiled— 
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'* And because she loves you — loves you both — 
TJndine goes to her fate," she whispered. '^I 
must, I must; never shall I get such another 
opportunity to silence Sir Simon for ever." 

She spoke rather to herself than her sister,. who 
would not have comprehended had she heard the 
justification, and whose anxieties were more 
practical. 

"At least you might walk in the long grass, 
Carol. What possesses you?" she ^expostulated, 
presently. 

The gamester, in the act to make his last throw, 
holds his breath. Thus did Carol Boulting, and 
also Eunice's hand, lest the cowed sister should 
escape her. So the wicket was passed; daring 
and desperate the vagabond marched on, though 
longing to run away. A glance at the correct 
figure keeping step with her made the cowardice 
impossible. 

Soon the leafy screen in front of the girls parted 
— Mrs. Helyar, placidly conversing, stepped into 
the brighter light. 

"Carol! Eunice! Carol Boulting! what is the 
meaning of this " — 

" Misadventure, mother," suggested Godwin 
carelessly, passing his arm through that of the 
defiant little gipsy, and looking now at one amazed 
lady, now at the other, with proud complacency. 
**My little Carol has been gipsying on Brimbletou 
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and come to grief , and to-— Paradyse, the wisest 
thing she could do. Will you take these young 
ladies upstairs, whilst I order tea and the 
brougham, mother? I shall see them safely home 
myself. Clare and Sophy will like a drive.'' 

" The fault is all mine," began Eunice warmly. 

"The misfortune rather,'' he corrected. '^I 
know — ^I know — in Caristowe there are bridges. 
"No explanation is necessary. You had to cross 
the river." 

Pinched and pained by his angry grip, Carol 
exulted in the torture. She had read his face and 
the faces of those triumphant mocking women. 
He was wounded sorely, but not ashamed of her : 
they were all in the wrong, she gloried, clinging 
fast to her champion. 

Safe and alone with him in the home drawing- 
room, she fell upon his neck and kissed him, and 
cried softly — 

" You dear, generous, loving Godwin, my own, 
my own. I have done with folly ; you shall never 
have to forgive me again. I have got my soul — I 
am conquered." 

She did not guess how much forgiveness and 
forbearance cost him ; nor how many hindrances 
may spoil the keeping of the sincerest resolution* 



CHAPTER Vm. 

BTTMB-BEliLS. 

-'^So — ^pat a grandmother's pocket to your dress 
and delude me with no more Undines, sis/' sadd 
Carol. " I am glad you had the grace to acknow- 
ledge your blame. Godwin should have pinched 
me harder. How tightly he held me; what a 
plausible fib — blinding and confounding those 
three women I I do not deserve it, such splendid 
generosity. I must make some better return than 
scdding you all round, and then forgiving you* 
Though the poor boys acted with their usual com-> 
mon sense, and might well scold us, Eunice. 
Knowing what would happen if they returned 
home late, the dear fellows spared their own backs, 
and left two stupid girls to their fate. Tartar Tim 
cannot stick on an office stool ; he would have been 
flayed alive rather than have left his sisters. 
Well, I am weary with my share of the good things. 
I shall go to bed." 

But half-an-hour before the ringing of Judy's 
curfew Sunball appeared again, standing hooded 
and muffled on the threshold of ^^ my lady^s 
chamber.^' 

^' Come and. see the moonlight, dear Duchess, in 
the Primrose Combe; you have no idea what a 
magnificent mirror that big pool down there makes. 
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I cannot sleep — a fever of goodness and gratitude 
possesses me. Take a shawl^ and leave everjtUng 
else to my management." 

It was very dark amongst the trees ; so familiar 
a path could not be mistaken. In ten minutes 
the sisters, breathless with haste and excitement, 
stbod on the grassy bank above the pond. Through 
a network of budding branches the moon, nearly 
at full, peeped cold and cautiously, disconcerting 
Eunice not a little : for who could tell what fresh 
mischief might be seething in Carols elfin brain. 
The place, the hour, the mingled light and dark- 
ness, awed and bewildered eyes and senses accus- 
tomed to lamplight and the noisy gloom of Tower 
Street. ' 

That black, waveless water, still in shadow, 
cbtild not have attracted Carol, and yet the little 
shawled figure, perilously near the shelving edge, 
seemed intent on something uncanny. 

*' Darkness for dark deeds,'' Eunice was told 
mysteriously. " Nothing could be better. Wait 
one minute, Duchess dear ; now stand back — ^give 
me room^-or would you like to see ? '' 

A packet of letters bound securely between 
two leaden dumb-bells. Eunice's mystification 
was as great as her childish sister could have de- 
sired. 

"They shall torture no more poor wretches," 
said Carol cheerfully. " At last they are put to a 
good use. Mumbo's letters, safe in the mud^ 
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will be read by the fishes, who I daresay are not 
over particxdar as to spelling. For myself, I may 
have been wild — ^that is all over. I never, never 
was a— deer.'* 

" But — but '* — expostulated Eunice. " Mumbo ! 
Letters ! A clandestine correspondence '* — 

'* Clandestine correspondence! I don't know 
what your long words mean," retorted Carol, 
face and eyes flaming. ''I am my mother's 
daughter; I have never done anything yet 
to be ashamed of. I wrote once ; his 
spelling was so bad, and I thought if he was 
finding nuggets he might get a tutor, poor 
fellow. He said he would do whatever I told him, 
as if I should believe it, when of all my troop he 
was the most disobedient. And thus it happened 
he went on writing every now and then, though I 
did not answer, and let him slip out of my mind. 
But we were comrades once. Do you suppose I 
would betray Mumbo's ignorance, or allow anqther 
man to make fun of his *deerP' For shame, 
Eunice! In a fortnight I shall be married. I 
could not set a light to these ; Judy would rake 
up the tinder. I prefer trusting the perch — a 
hungry fish, a glutton. Stand back ! '* 

Splash — ^into the very middle of the inky dark- 
ness. Just as a struggling moonbeam touched the 
water, and showed the eddying circles, the twa 
girls turned away in silence. By-and-bye Eunice 
said — 
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** I think I should have told mamma/* 

Carol stopped short in exasperation. 

** The one thing we dare not do. You will never 
find us out^ Eunice; I thought I had made it clear 
to you. Tell mamma ! Listen^ and do not forget. 
Whenever there is anything worth telling I shall 
walk straight into the justice room. I am no 
more a coward than yourself. I simply exercise 
common-sense, and see no fun in courting the 
hangman. Clandestine correspondence and 
Mumbo ! Poor fellow, poor fellow ; you are all 
mistaken. Someone has been chattering, I know. 
Godwin would have put me in the witness-box the 
other day. I object to cross-examination. Yon 
do me injustice, Duchess." 

So without another word they reached the side 
door, just as Tryphosa was bolting it, and went to 
their respective rooms with something like a shadow 
lying between them. 

It passed the next day ; even twin sisters must 
have minor points of difference. 

" On the whole we are of one heart and mind,*^ 
thought Carol. " Eunice is strait-laced, finicking^ 
like her dresses. She has never had to take care 
of herself, to fight for herself. She lives by line 
and rule ; she goes in for propriety and praise. I 
do what I must, at the moment, because I can't 
help it — 'because I love people. Mumbo shall 
never be laughed at. Who knows whether, if 
Godwin''— 
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But here Tryphosa appeared with a huge bunch 
of flowers and a letter, and Mumbo's cause was 
consigned to oblivion. 

*' If ever I am in love, Snnball, I shall trust, 
trust entirely, and expect to be trusted in return,'* 
Eunice explained later. "Perfect faith, perfect 
candour, and no quarrels, large or small ; no mis- 
understandings/* 

^' A very dull wooing/* laughed the other, ^'as 
stagnant and colourless as the Combe Pond, when 
my dumb-bells splashed, and put a little brightness 
into the meaningless level. Sunshine after the 
storm, a difference made up. My dearest sis, I 
love variety ; perfection lacks flavour.*' 

The foibles of fathers cleave to the children. 

" A daily niggle is the salt of my life,*' affirmed 
Aunt Persis, victimising Anne Stanisbrough vnth 
a qniet conscience. 

^' Minor music is the sweetest and saddest of 
all,** allowed Eunice. " Discords, false notes 
All my nerves are set on edge equally with the 
mother's. We must agree to differ, Caro." 

Exulting in her lover's present ignorance and 
future approval, Carol slept soundly, whilst he^ 
less lucky, sat up through the small hours; 
neither pond nor dumb-bells at hand to rid him 
of a disagreeable letter, which must be wisely and 
temperately answered. Therein lay the difficulty. 
Too much said or too little ; in such a dilemma 
would it not be wiser to say nothing at all P 
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Godwin Helyar had wished his mother good- 
night on his return from Broad Easton^ and 
shut himself into the library. 

"Bring me coffee," he told the man-servant, 
^^ and go to bed as usual. I shall be late. See 
that everything is in readiness for my journey 
to-morrow. I start by the morning express, and 
may be detained in London a fortnight.'* 

He was not very comfortable; his mother's 
gloomy face annoyed him. Only a fortnight to 
the 30th of May. He had a great deal to do and 
to think about. Waiting the arrival of his coffee, 
he let his business rest, and indulged his discon- 
tent lazily. 

Yes, Carol's atonement had been sweet, very 
sweet, but such scenes annoyed him more than 
the little gipsy guessed; nothing of the kind 
must ever happen when — Bah ! Nothing of the 
kind could happen ; he had faith in himself at any 
rate. The charming, piquante puss! Of course 
the Lisles, his mother, looked at his Garo's dress 
rather than her face ; those bare feet, pretty as a 
child's, naturally and properly disgusted them. 
Each mother would have pronounced unhesi- 
tatingly in favour of the other sister — the well- 
dressed, gracefully embarrassed Eunice. His own 
thoughts rested for a moment approvingly on that 
strongly contrasted figure, standing by little Sun* 
ball's side, penitent and very much ashamed. Well 
did he know where the true blame lay, and know- 
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ing, wondered that he should still prefer Carol, 
with all her failings, to serene, unimpeachable 
Eunice. 

Enough that it was so. He could afford to 
bear patiently with his mother, to forgive her 
dislike, her interference; the strong prejudice his 
betrothed had taken pains to deepen rather than 
soften. Once his wife, the irremediable step 
taken, all would come right. In fancy he saw 
the pleasant picture, and along with it another far 
less brightly tinted. 

The man whose lot has fallen in sunshiny 
places wants no stirring up, no rousing. To 
smoke or sleep, to laugh or dream away the 
summer days, may well suffice him ; his Castle of 
Indolence, ready built and furnished, determines 
his destiny. A wife inconveniently earnest, full 
of ideal ambition, and even more sense than she 
is herself aware of — a woman whose head may 
possibly get the better of her heart, whose moral 
ideal is not for mortal men ; who, if she knew 
all- 
Godwin Helyar smiled, softly repeating a name 
which must always be dear to him as to Carol — 
" Eunice, the best sister in the world.'* 
Briggs brought his coffee then, and he was not 
^orry, until a letter, his mother's writing, lying 
on the silver salver, warned him that the interrup- 
tion might prove anything but agreeable — ^a tran- 
sition from the shadowy to the real, for which at 
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that moment lie was not quite as well prepared a? 
lie bad imagined. 

Once more, and for the last time, Mrs. Helyar^ 
essaying to move her son from his foolish purpose, 
strengthened his resolution; whilst appealing to 
his sound judgment and self-interest. She asked 
only for delay — time — consideration. After the 
disgrace of the afternoon and Lady Lisle's irony, 
the mother had found it impossible even at this 
eleventh hour to keep silence. She must do her 
duty, and bear the consequences. If now her re- 
monstrance failed, she could the better resign 
herself, her own conscience being clear, and re- 
proach out of the question. A little delay — ^until 
the autumn — until her brother, Godwin's uncle, 
now on his way from India to die in England — 
until news reached them — intelligence of so near 
a relative's life or death. It was only proper, be* 
coming — ^in itself a special providence, which 
could excite no curious wonderment — and — and — 

But Godwin read no more. Eunice's name — 
here and there innocently appearing — provoked! 
his anger, not his interest. 

Had he ever defended his Caro at the expense of 
her sober sister P His mother was unreasonable. 
For awhile he sat in his chair brooding and stub- 
l)om, determined to take no notice of her silly 
epistle. 

By-and-bye, opening a davenport with hastj^ 
resolution, he spread abroad 'the first paper that 
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eame to hand-— large sheets, white and smooth, a 
beginning of wedding preparations. 

Letter writing was always wearisome to him. 
Scribbling a sentence at random, just to see *'how 
the thing looked on paper," he tore his exercise 
up again, searching for words more briefly to the 
ptirpose — more dignified or befitting. Offcener, 
with his head in his hands, he leaned idly, tired of 
his task and of himself. At last his candles sud- 
denly flared up and then went out ; only one re- 
mained burning low in the socket. Five — ^ten 
• minutes ; he seized his pen and wrote rapidly — 

" In spite of all, I believe you mean well still, 
mother. I shall marry Carol Boulting on the 
30th, or not at all. I shall make her my wife 
then, or no other woman, for I love her as she 
loves me.^^ 

To sign his name, find an envelope, seal and 
address it before he was left in darkness — this he 
happily accomplished; still the friendly candle 
kept alight. The fire had long gone out ; a clock 
on the marble mantelpiece struck three with 
silver chimes. Tearing the remainder of the^ 
spoiled letter paper into smallest fragments and 
throwing the pieces on the hearth, he went to 
his own room and to bed, not ill-pleased with 
his night's work. 

A resolution, fairly written in black and 
white, attested^ and confided to another's keep* 
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ing, makes certainty, if sucli a thing were pos- 
sible, more certain. Long ago he might have had 
doubts ; he had none now. Godwin Helyar re- 
joiced in his pledge, freely given, at no greater 
cost than half a quire of torn paper. Those blank 
sheets, returned to the family davenport, would 
tell no tales, nor bear vntness to his incapacity. 
He remembered with self depreciation that his 
Caro was a lively correspondent. Not often had 
she amused him with her girlish descriptions of 
home doings ; her two or three letters spoke for 
her quick intelligence and simple aflfection. Her 
nonsense was all practical, honest fun, and Lady 
Lisle might — 

But here the sweet satisfaction of drowsiness 
overpowered and mollified him. All for love — and 
the world, whether of mothers or Lisles — ^well 
lost. 

Quickly and busily the last fortnight of waiting 
passed away. Clare and Sophy Helyar, though 
good daughters, were but as other girls. A wed- 
ding — the first in the family — ^bridesmaids, dresses, 
and bouquets ; these and such like engrossing in- 
terests concerned Godwin's sisters ; the bride was 
surely their brother's own affair. And this new 
mistress of Paradyse could never be held over 
their heads^a pattern, a grim duenna, as might 
possibly have happened. 

** Thank goodness, we have heard the last of 
that stuck up Aurelia," the two said irreverently^ 
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enraptured with their tulle veils, their Parisian 
shoes and gloves. Provided the expected honey- 
suckle came as near perfection, Mrs. Grundy her- 
self would not dare to murmur. 

Meantime Carol and Eunice, toiling at the 
trousseau talked softly the live-long day, whilst 
in the kitchen Judy and her maids laboured 
from sunrise to sunset, filling the house with 
savoury odours, tickling the boys' noses and 
making their mouths water. 

Alas, poor ClifEe ! Forbidden the banquet after 
having smeUed, and, so to say, seen the tempting 
feast. His summons came; on the day before 
the wedding he took the train for Caristowe, from 
which port his ship was advertised to sail in 
twenty-four hours, or forty-eight at farthest. Not 
for an iceberg of sugared cake would CliflFe have 
run the risk of losing his passage, perhaps his. 
martyrdom. 

It is well to be prepared for the worst. Too 
much enthusiasm in a good cause may easily be 
forgiven. 

" I wish you were going with me Sunball," the 
volunteer said. " 'Tis not such easy walking in 
those same white satin slippers you will be pelted 
with to-morrow. Shod with sandals, or even bare- 
footed, I don't think you would have minded it. 
If mammon fails —'twould not be the first time — 
join me." 

" Mammon, indeed ! " cried his sister. " I be- 
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lieve jon, Dorcas ; a humbugs and not the onlj 
one ; we must all find out for ourselves. I daire 
you to call my Godwin names. I know what yo» 
Are thinking of — ^Paradyse, and moth^ and rost, 
and riches that flee away. But Grodwin would 
still be mine ; I should be his. Oh, dear Cliffe, 
shall yon and I ever meet again ! " 

She kissed him and ran upstairs, afraid to trust 
herself or cool his devotion. The old carriage 
rumbled away ; it was necessary to get rid of the 
lump in her throat, and make the house beauti- 
ful for to-morrow — ^for Godwin. 

He had promised to bring her flowers, but had 
not been able to keep his word, or to get away 
from those stupid London lawyers. A letter ol 
regret and explanation was in her pocket. 

At the altar bridegroom and bride would meet 
in the morning for the first time since their never- 
to-be-forgotten parting after that Windwhistle 
tea-drinking. 

" Tis the only lucky place, my dears, to look 
one another in the face clear and straight on a 
wedding-day,^' declared Judy anxiously. 

Carol laughed, and answered — 

'* I make no promises/' 

But though the lover could not bring thern^ 
the roses and lilies arrived; a large wicker 
basket, ravishing to the senses, packed and sent 
by Clare Helyar, in obedience to her brother's in«* 
structions. 
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It was late when at last the white paper lining 
flie bottom of the hamper appeared, fringed with 
delicate ferns which Carol tenderly disentangled, 
sending her tired sister peremptorily to bed. 

" I wiU come and wish you good night, Duchess 
dear/' she promised gaily, **when I have seen 
mamma.** 

The curfew had long rung, and Eunice's weary 
^yes closed in spite of rubbing. A wet face 
pressed against hers roused her. She started, sat 
up, and cried— 

" Caro ! Caro ! it is you. What can be the 
matter ? Oh, do not weep so bitterly. Lie down 
ty me and get warm ; you are as cold as ice. Oh, 
hush my darling, hush ! Think of to-morrow ! " 

"It will kill me," sobbed the shivering girl, 
throwing her arms round Eunice's neck in a 
passion of grief, which moderated presently. 

For a few minutes neither spoke a word, then 
Carol whispered softly — 

" I love you, my dear, my dear. I love you 
both. Tou will never forget it. Ton vdll kiss 
me, and go to sleep.'* 

In the dead of night, Eunice awaking, found 
herself alone. 

" Caro — Sunball 1 " she called drowsily. " She 
is gone. I must waken her early in the morning; 
no, dearest, I will not forget," and so fell once 
more into a dreamless slumber. 
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BLESS THE MOUSE HOLE. 

With a confused sense of blame and misery^ 
Eunice sprang from her bed, snatched up a dress- 
ing gown, and hurried to Carol's bedroom door, 
losing a slipper by the way. How provoking to 
have overslept herself on this, of all mornings, 
with the sun high in the heavens, and a million of 
dewdrops vanishing fast. Below stairs everybody 
seemed astir ; the sweet scent of fresh grass and 
spring flowers filled all the house, and put her own 
dolorous impressions to flight. 

Carol would certainly be dressed, was perhaps 
already in the garden. No voice, no invitation to 
enter, followed the laggard sister's smart little 
rap. 

Eunice waited a moment, recalling unwillingly 
the bitter tears of the night before, the clinging^ 
trembling embrace. 

It was natural, she supposed, to forget the joy 
in the pain. Sunball had ever been a home lover^ 
and with Godwin even now on his way, there 
would be no more weeping. 

" Certainly, I shall never be in love," the grave 
young bridesmaid thought. ** Love is unreason* 
able, inconvenient, hard to understand ; whereas 



BLESS THE MOUSE HOLE. 113 

friendship, one friend, my own, and one only. I 
can do without lovers/' 

Then it flashed upon her that she was losing 
this coveted treasure, this pearl of price — losing 
her sister, losing Godwin. In Broad Easton more 
solitary, less cared for than in Tower Street. Not 
even an enemy to be forgiven, and against his 
will done good to. 

"Caro — Sunball — Caro — ^where are you?'* 

The handle turned easily, still the door refused 
to open. Something hindered Eunice's entrance. 
Ah yes ! that large wicker basket sent from 
Paradyse full of flowers, but now empty, except 
the blank letter paper, rumpled sheets loosely 
folded. And there, at the far end of the sunny 
room, could that be Caro's flaxen head, deep 
buried amongst the pillows ? Lazy, lazy girl ! to 
drag her small bedstead into a dark corner, and 
sleep so late on her wedding morning. 

"Late do you call itP" the muffled, drowsy 
voice murmured. " I don't know. Duchess, I am 
going to sleep again. My head aches; 1 must 
have a cup of tea, and quiet. Nobody to come 
near me except yourself. Go away, go away, 
Eunice. Of course, the hour is eleven ; at ten 
you may return and dress me. Am I to be con- 
tradicted to-day ? My head feels like bursting ; if 
I am to get all right, bring the tea, and leave me 
in peace." 

Eunice did as she was bid, not without anxiety* 

VOL. II, I 
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She had always imagined that to be married 
must, as a matter of fact, be intensely disagree- 
able ; an ordeal few girls can escape, a pain and 
discomfort patiently borne for the sake of that 
** happiness ever after *' expected to follow. Had 
Bhe not herself spent a sleepless night once in 
Tower Street P Had not her own heart ached 
even worse than her head, because of the miser- 
able certainty— " Mr. Samuel Griffiths is a good, 
clever, rich man. I shall have to marry him. I 
fihall become what I always wished to become— 
somebody.*' Only Carol, being really and truly 
in love, it might have made a diffei*ence. 

" I do not see the advantage,*' decided Eunice ; 
** respect, or Auht Anne's * other things.* If I 
have no heart, as Carol sometimes says, I can 
stick fast to my friends, marry if I must, do my 
duty and Aunt Anne's bidding, and not make a 
fuss about it. Sunball loves a fuss as dearly as 
Aunt Persis does. Undine is still Undine.*' 

The company arrived, but a small party; on 
account of Mrs. Belyar*s brother, tidings of 
whose death were daily expected, no invitations 
beyond the family had been given, A quiet wed- 
ding suited the Squire's purse and prejudices. 
His Hetty's nerves could not bear a ** hurly- 
burly.** The good husband gave a grunt of 
satisfaction when it appeared that the bride- 
groom*s special and particular friend had failed 
him at the last moment. 
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Taiftar Tim would make as '^prop^'' a beat 
anan well ^rigged out;^' the lad had inches 
.•^M>iigh9 aad more than a promise of whiakers. 

Carol coaxed her pet brother into amiabiUiy j 
she was not fond of strangers ; possible critics. 

"When we jpetnm from Paris, Godwin/^ she 
said lightly, *^ I shaU hold up mj head. I ^haU 
be a wonder in Broomhaj and Broad Easton — J. 
and my French bonnet. We will sha^ the glory, 
Eunice. I know your taste, your favourite colour. 
We mufit always be twins, alike and yet uollkci. 
The Tillagers, Farmer Skinner, Thomas Tripp 
and Matilda Mary, Doctor Hopkins, and his 
motherly, bunchy wife ; plebeians all, who loire 
me, who believe in me I want nobody else/' de- 
clared Carol. "When Eunice's turn comes she 
may have the grandees, and be put in the papens. 
I love my own.'* 

" Carol has a headache,'' Eunice announced ; 
" she was overtired yesterday, and wishes to be 
left alone. Do you not think there is thunder in 
the air, Mrs. Helyar ? Such black clouds keep 
gathering, and how very hot and still it is, not a 
bird singing." 

** Oh ! " cried the young ladies, ^^ rain, but not 
tiU we are out of church ; so unlucky, so unfortu- 
nate ! " and they thought no more of the bride, 
but watched instead the doubtful weather. 

One may ruin tarlatane dresses and tulle veils 
in a summer downpour of three minutes. Five, 
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at the very leasts to cross tlie lawn and church- 
yard must be allowed. Ten, should the Squire 
BufPer from gouty twinges. Only the bridegroom^ 
drawing Eunice aside, asked — 

" Will not my Caro see me for a moment ?" 

*' No— no — no,^* Undine cried, with unnecessary 
vehemence, burying again her flushed face with 
the pettish temper of a spoilt child. '* How can 
you think of asking me, Eunice P You who heard 
Judy's opinion, who ought to give me every 
chance. Tell him I expect to find him in his 
place, ready for — ^for you — ^for us ; don't the 
bridesmaid's walk first ? No matter ; I won't see 
him. Come quickly back and dress me, dear 
Duchess." 

Tet never had little Sunball showed herself so 
vain- so hard to please, so bent to — 

** Look my very, very best.'' 

Surely Sir Simon was at her elbow. Eunice, 
out of patience, told her so, and was surprised to 
Bee her sister's troubled eyes grow clear and grate- 
ful. 

" Do you think he might help me ? " she 
answered eagerly. " Perhaps ; Duchess, you are 
the most clumsy tiring-woman; see, these pins 
prick me; a double torture. Find a needle and 
cotton." 

" We shall be late — ^we shall be late ! " the 
other told her in despair. ** Godwin has already 
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gone on ; it is half -past eleven, and papa — Oh^ 
Caro!*' 

The lace veil suddenly rent, as the bride, start- 
ing from her sister's careful hands ran to the door 
and drew the bolt. 

" I will see no one," she said obstinately ; " I 
shall only be the longer. Tack this together, 
dearest — there; now go down and keep papa 
amused. I am ready ; I will follow immediately^ 
I just want a moment to kiss my mother, to 
think. Papa will be fetching me ; go down." 

Her steady voice was reassuring. 

Eunice hastened away, the messenger of good 
tidings, received with a buzz which sounded more 
like a hiss than a welcome. As well be shut up 
with an ill-tempered bull as with the Squire, 
penned amongst the ^' gimcracks " and women folk 
in his drawing-room, with an ancient spar time- 
piece chiming the half-hours and quarters. 

"Her head is better, she is coming," his 
daughter assured him. " She is gone to " — 

The Squire put Eunice roughly aside and 
bustled into the hall, to try the effect of his own 
roaring summons. 

Carol, passing slowly along the upper corridor 
like one in a dream and lost, awoke at the sound 
of her father's angry voice. No more delay was 
possible, and yet — 

"I will never marry Godwin — ^not even my 
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&ther cai^ force me — ^if I dare epeak oort-^I can't 
—I can't — ^there must be some easier way.'* 

So she moaned in despair, looking thinly for 
Belp. 

The door of Tim's bedroom opposite, stood wide 
open, Godwin Helyar had used it ; coats, boots, 
toilet brushes lay about in confusion. With a 
vague feeling that Tim had always stood by her, 
Carol went in. Her satin shod foot trod on some- 
thing hard, she stooped and picked up— -^ plain 
gold ring, glittering brilliant and new in the sun- 
shine. The large old room, dark with wainseot- 
Utigi seamed all at once filled with a myriad shln- 
ihg eyes. Trembling, Carol listened, a rash and a 
stamper drowned her father's voice. 

"Pray, Mr. Mouse, are you within? Your 
front door— thank who— or what— stands open* 
make you a present— keep it safe for erver and ever^ 
good mottse, for ever." 

She hffcd dropped the ring into a well-known 
hole, and was running away as^ swiftly as though 
fter gift might perchance be thrown after her. 

"'Fo5* ever and ever ; '' was it joy ornMsery to be 
saved, to be sacrificed P Begardless of her trail-* 
itig white robes she flew on, and breathless and 
i^iv^ng, clung to her f atheif's arm. 

** I am ready, papa." 

" And high time too," he growled, but half ap- 
peased. " Bo you know the hour 9 ^ More haste 
less speed.' Now then, quick step — forward— 
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marcli. I did not think you cared so much for 
frippery and fal-lals, SunbaU. You're like to 
lose a good husband. Trust Eunice to make the 
most of such luck. It will be hard and sharp, but 
our rector can get a job of this kind over as quick 
as any parson in the county. Softly, Puss, softly, 
think of your poor father's toes — with women ^tis 
always one way or the other — softly." 

Carol seemed to herseU to be walking on clouds, 
her head in the sky. What must she do next ? 
The inspiration of the moment and Sir Simon. Sir 
Simon would not fail her. 

So they entered the church and took their places, 
now in golden light, now in deepest gloom as the 
sun passed beneath dark clouds, swiftly to emerge 
again. 

There was a good deal of noise and confusion ; 
the villagers outside clattering in, anxious to 
secure good places. Babies crying, children call- 
ing. After a few minutes, something like order 
having been restored, the curious eyes left th<e dial 
in the organ gallery, and all heads turned towards 
the wedding party. 

It was observed afterwards that ^^ pretty Misa 
Carol" had lost her roses, and that her shy 
modesty kept her downcast. Not once did she look 
at the adoring bridegroom, who so evidently saw 
no other face. 

Godwin's words,, firm and clear, could be heard 
all over the. church. 
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"Wilt thou have this woman to thy wedded 
wife P " 

"I will/' 

But he looked full at his mother, or as Carol 
fancied, suddenly raising her own head at the first 
bridesmaid, whose eyes were anxiously upon him. 
Eunice — ^beautiful as a lily — as white — as stately. 
The rector paused for a moment^ seeing the bride's 
lips move and hearing no sound. 

Doubtless she had spoken ; his ears often failed 
him, and his good friend Boulting's impatient 
guttural cough was sadly annoying. 

Then Eunice, taking her sister's glove, made a 
sign to Godwin and waited. He, fumbling in 
his pocket, changed countenance ; perplexity, 
mortification, alarm, made as the Squire swore 
inwardly, " a fool of the bungling fellow." 

" Left it on the dressing table, Tim,' confound 
my carelessness I Made sure I had it safe. What 
is to be done?" whispered the unlucky bride- 
groom. 

Half a dozen wedding rings were held out in 
vain. Carol was not to be persuaded. 

" I must be married in my own or no other," 
she insisted calmly. "You know where it is, 
Godwin. Go yourself and fetch it — quickly ^- 
quickly." 

The haste in her voice, a sharpness of passion, 
spurred him on, whilst she stood quietly, looking 
down still, and everybody fell to counting the 
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ticks of the clock, the Squire with a wicked 
longing to falsify time and put those witnesses 
back. Easily done in an empty church — ^now. ' 

Ten minutes grace — eight — five — ^three — ^the 
Squire's cheeks grew purple. The bell in the 
tower boomed twelve times, and the rector 
said — 

" There can be no marriage to-day. As early 
as you like after eight to-morrow. Good people 
oblige me by going to your homes quietly." 

The Squire was gone, in the midst of the hubbub 
Mr. Helyar arrived Veathless ; a flash of light 
across the gloom of Sir Simon's chapel passed, so 
did the muttered roll of distant thunder, both un- 
observed in the confusion of tongues and crowding 
feet. 

" No,'' said Godwin to his mother hastily, " I 
could not find it. I thought it would simplify 
matters to put the thing loose in my pocket. The 
case was all right. Heaven knows what has be- 
come of the ring. Ah! I went into the justice 
room with some papers, and no doubt dropped it 
there. Where are the two girls? Why does not 
-everybody get out of this. Is that Eunice ? " 

" It is," replied Tim stoically. " She has just dis- 
appeared under the arch of the south door. Suppose 
we follow, and make up our minds to find this lost 
humbug. Not that it's to my advantage to find 
the ring, but I'm your best man or whatever they 
^all it. Sunball will tell you I never leave fellowB 
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Tfho trust me in a scrape. Tm game then ; the^ 
blacker the job the better/^ 

But no ring rewarded Tim*s generosity. Godwin 
H el jar let the lad rummage in corners and behind 
chairs, sitting himself on the table and kicking his- 
heels in disgust against the matted floor. 

Judy was entertaining and comforting the 
" drawing-room folk.'' Christopher Boulting had 
gone straight to his wife's room. 

^' Miss Carol and Miss Nisie, they was shut in 
upstairs," said Tryphosa, " Miss Carol being took 
badder than ever, and obligated to lie on her bed^ 
which was no wonder, poor dear young lady ! " 

" You'd better leave off mooning and go to St. 
Cuthbert's," advised Tim. " A jeweller will put 
you all straight, and something to eat and drink 
will settle me. Fm away." 

Godwin mentally blessed him for the advice 
and rose to follow it. Eunice, meeting him on 
the threshold of the doorway, wondered at hia 
cheerfulness. Her face was as scared as though 
she had seen a ghost; probably a ghost would 
have frightened her less. 

" Are you alone ? " she asked. *' No one with 
you, no one? Then come — come — tell me what 
has happened? What is this mystery, this 
misery?" 

At the door of Carol's room Eunice stopped,, 
opening it slowly. Godwin, following the motion 
of her trembling hand, looked — and saw—his- 



BLESS THE MOUSE HOLE. 123 

tride's wedding dress, heaped in a corner ; veil, 
shoes, bouquet, tossed in disorder ; drawers open, 
chairs overturned, portmanteaus half packed. 
Bewildered, he laid his jfirm grasp on Eunice's arm 
as if she too might escape him and demanded — 

" Where is your sister ? " 

" I don't know — I don't know — she is not in the 
house. She is gone, and I dare not tell my father. 
Tou,^ Grodwin, you who have always been my best 
friend— you must find Carol and keep our secret." 



CHAPTER X. 



fool's ebband. 



^* Our secret ; ^' it seemed to Eunice as if with Carol 
she had lost part of herself. One in truth, if not 
in temper; the fugitive sister, impulsive and 
foolish, could never, never be false. A fearless^ 
undoubting champion, Carols twin, confronted 
Caro's bridegroom with deep, dark limpid eyes, 
ready to blaze into anger, or melt in tearful soft- 
ness. 

Eunice was not panic-stricken as might natur- 
ally have been expected. To lose presence of 
mind is to lose faith in one^s self — ^in God. She felt 
her sister's innocence as she felt her own ; an in- 
stinct, firmly rooted beyond the influence of fact 
or reason. It would all come right, somehow, this 
untoward adventure, as many another of Sun- 
ball's follies had come right, ending in a tear or 
two, quickly wiped away, and a burst of mis- 
chievous laughter. 

Her own plans, rapidly formed, compelled God- 
win Helyar's respect, whilst her resolute defiance 
made an unwilling slave of him. The pure white 
figure and noble face, the beautiful eyes fascinated 
him, driving from his memory all the ugly 
thoughts crowding thick and fast — ^vague sus- 
jpicions, floating memories, cruel injury. Mar- 
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Telling at himself and at Exmice he listened with 
the look and attitude of a man who still stands 
erect, though stunned by so sudden a blow, that 
all sign of mental and bodily power for a short 
time is beaten out of him. 

He would soon recover his natural force and 
self -consciousness. Even whilst Eunice spoke the 
absurdity of his own position, its humiliation and 
difl&culty, roused him. He must respond to the 
girPs appeal, but also respect himself. Released 
from those eyes of hers, reason and expediency 
must be his counsellors. And love — a voice in his 
heart clamouring to be heard, stinging him into 
life — love scorned. He resentfully stifled the 
weakness, and bent his attention to Eunice's alter* 
nate appeals and explanations. 

" Godwin, you do not hear me, to whom else 
can I goP Tou are turned to stone — an image — 
yet you loved her. We have got to act, you and 
I — directly — directly. Standing still is ruin. Yes 
— she is gone —I know it too well — but not far, 
not farther than Caristowe. I ask you — she who 
hated travelling — would she — could she go far? 
Time do you say ? — The poor child left the church 
when twelve o^clock struck, unseen, by Tim's 
private door. It opens out from the vault behind 
Sir Simon's chapel ; we used it to tease you that 
night when Tim played the organ. See — ^this 
glove — ^it is hers — my Carols. I picked it up in 
the tangled shrubbery path ; no one would ob- 
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serve heir. Some mistake tkere lias been-^I can- 
not tell — she "was ill last night, and this morning 
she cried 'bitterly y and I never guessed. But yon 
will find her quietly, hring her back, and nobodj 
will be the wiser, except ourselves. Papa need 
never know. I have told them all that she is ill, 
that I fear fever — quite true. They think she is 
in my room, in my bed. I locked the door, I let 
none enter, I shall propose Dr. Hopkins. Oh ! I 
shall have a dossen plausible expedients, and yosi 
will find as many if you love her. Only go— go— 
wbat are you waiting for ? I must clear away all 
this rubbish. Do you dare to doubt f Will you 
desert us ? Godwin ! you are my best, dearest 
friend — and I will never forgive you, never touch 
your hand again — unless you take it now, and 
promise me to bring her back, to keep our secret.*' 
He did not mean to fail her ; her steady 
fervour won him against his rebellious, better 
judgment. The words, " Tour father is the right 
man. Your father should be told,*' he thought, 
but did not speak them, holding her friendly 
fingers a moment in his firm pressure. Was she 
not a fellow-sufferer P The disgrace — ^the disap- 
pointment—the misery to come — it was all his and 
hers — to share and conceal. Search he might ; did 
he wish to find? He could not tell — Carol was 

• 

lost to him, and perhaps it might be better for the 
fickle child's own happiness that she should be 
allowed to please herself and reap her wild harvest. 
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To grow mature and sober-minded in the Great 
House under her father^s eyes, after this day's 
madness ! Godwin loved his runaway bride well 
•enough to pray that she might be saved from such 
a dreary fate ; the bright, harmless butterfly. 

He took his mother and sisters home and sat be- 
side them in the carriage, making random answers 
to their wondering talk. 

His plans were more difficult to arrange than 
Eunice's, and still the grotesqueness of the service 
thrust upon him, the poor comic figure he himself 
must appear, made him smile bitterly, to his 
mother's hurt and annoyance. 

" If you can make light of such an affront, 
Godwin, I am sorry for you; you are indeed a 
<;hanged man, and not for the best, to my mind. 
No wedding to-morrow I But Mr. Boulting bid 
us all be at the church by eight o'clock if we really 
preferred going home to sleep, and I promised him 
not to fail. We all know what a woman's head- 
ache means — temper, my dear son, and convenience. 
An excuse for delaying your marriage; such a 
pretext would be novel indeed, and altogether too 
ridiculous. You may well laugh at the idea." 

*' Eunice talks of fever and Dr. Hopkins," said 
Godwin, doubtfully, anxious not to say too much. 
'**The headache began last night." 

" Of course Eunice will take her sister's part," 
he was told impatiently. " And Dr. Hopkins is 
not at home ; he went to Caristowe yesterday to 
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see Ids son off. Home and gone again, the young 
man, as you may remember I foretold would 
happen, Godwin. He sails to-morrow in the 
same vessel with Cliffe Boulting. I had it from 
Mrs. Hopkins herself, poor woman." 

*' But that cannot be, mamma," observed Sophy 
Helyar ; " I saw Mrs. Hopkins in the church this 
morning, and with her a sunburnt, rough, com- 
monly-dressed man — ^her son, I am sure, because 
he looked like her, and like a tame bushranger 
whose civilised clothes worried him. I could not 
help watching them, it was so odd. He stared after 
Carol all the way up the aisle as if he wanted to 
spring at her. She held her head so low, you 
recollect, she would not see him. When the 
service began, and Godwin spoke out so loud, and 
Carol said nothing, I turned, and that man was^ 
mocking ; he was indeed. Mrs. Hopkins seemed 
ready to faint. She pulled at her son's sleeve, 
and they both went out quickly, before it came to 
the ring." 

No one commented on Sophy's little tale ; she 
had said her say, and neither expected interest 
nor wondered at the silence of her mother and 
brother. Once Mrs. Helyar glanced at Godwin's 
face. His heavy eyelids, drooped low, told her 
nothing, not even that he had heard Sophy's 
chatter. For herself, the more she thought the 
more her perturbation increased. Had Providence 
intervened so late to help her — so late that per- 
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liaps things miglit better liave been let alone? 
She could not tell — what now she wished, what 
Godwin might take into his head to do, or Lady 
Lisle and the county to think — ^to say. Terrible 
is the anxiety, of a prudent, dev^oted mother. She 
heard her son order his horse in half an hour to 
ride to St. Cuthbert's, and ventured a motherly 
whisper without getting any reply. 

** Tou will easily buy a new ring. I am ready ; 
the girls are ready whenever you'want us.'' 

He took some hasty refreshment and rode away, 
glad to hide himself in one of the hollow, bowery 
lanes where no curious eyes could question him. 
Letting the bridle fall on his horse's neck, he 
allowed the willing animal to go his own pace 
and snatch from time to time a tempting morsel 
of green food. Sightuig the cross-roads, some 
decision must be arrived at. Now, one thought 
dominated the gloomy rider. 

" She never loved me, then ; she dared not 
disobey her father. I ought to have guessed it, 
and yet I could have sworn the contrary. Can I 
blame .the child or Eunice ? An old comrade re- 
turns home to claim her, and she, my Caro, mine, 
finds her courage and heart — ^heart enough to 
make a fool of me, a man who trusted her, whose 
patience she has tried again and again." 

Why should he go to St. Cuthbert's, or even the 
Christin Station ? he argued stiU, perceiving that 

VOL. II. K 
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the horse had decided for him, and was trotting 
slowly along the old Roman road. 

Nfever to see her daisy face again — ^the fresh, 
saucy face, dimpling, pouting, penitent; the 
joyous blue eyes he had learned to trust and 
dearly love ; the fair, soft hair, so pleasant to Ms 
idle fingers — it was aU the vengeance he wished 
to take. Whilst the pearl was all his own he had 
seen many a speck, many a blemish ; handed^over 
to another — to a colonial Hopkins — ^Be was in- 
olitied to believe it perfect and his own loss irre- 
parable. 

Sttch a delusion, born of contrariety and human 
perverseness, could not last. When the station 
came into view Godwin Helyar said to himself that 
he was a fortunate fellow. As for the rest, on 
Christopher Boulting the heaviest blame must 
fall. An ill-trained child, afraid of her father, 
running wild amongst lawless brothers, withont 
friend or adviser. Pity and forgetfulness. The 
sensible lover might well strive to mete her no 
harder measure, having his eyes wide open. 

iPhe small station appeared deserted. Godwin 
secured his horse, and looked cautiously within 
the waiting-room. Quite empty, but from the 
ticket-office a porter coming out with labels 
touched his hat to the gentleman. The man was 
a stranger, a new-comer. Mr. Helyar followed 
him, and watched the sticking of the addresses 
on two or three large boxes. 
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^* Party went to Oaristowe by tlie aftettioon 
tr&in, sir/* sasid the man, obselrving his interest; 
^* in a desp€ird,te hurry lik^, an' couldn't wait till 
the night mail and the cart with their luggage.' 
Leastways, the young* woman had no mind to. 
Her nK>ther was all in a fuss and flutter, wanting 
of her son^ who didn't turn up, an' is to follow' 
along with them trunks. Train not due yet these 
two hours. Can I do* anything for you, sir ? " 

** A young lady," repeated Grodwin indifferently-; 
** no gentleman from Broomhay or Broad Easton P' 
Just what I expected— ^and the train is gone. I am 
late. Two young woiflen-^— thank you, my man*.'* 

" One, sir — ^youVe about hit it ; anyhow; I net^r> 
sefe- the quality dresded so linsey-wolsey, for all tte 
world like my wife's washing apron: I mis- 
doubted the girl, but she wore a fall— ^a thick veil^ 
sir, an' the seem of a prettyish face went utider it ; 
an' the old lady made much of her — cheering her ' 
up like. This is the do-nothingest place a railway- 
porter ever dropped into. Only on market days a' 
plenty of passengers, so naturally we takes >mord 
notice of oui* chance travellers. I'm to look out' 
for the young gentleman, and forward these bo^feis;- 
He'll be crossing the seas, an' not your party, sir, 
but going t'other way." 

Getting no encouragement, the sociable porter -'^ 
went to his tea; and Godwin, taking a step 
neareir, examined the packages. 

^^ Mrs« Hopkins ; passenger to Caristowa.'^ 
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Once more in his saddle, he turned his horse's 
head unwillingly towards Broad Easton, checking- 
the creature^s unsjmpathising, homeward speed. 
His errand happily accomplished, he was yet in no 
haste to report himself ; for who could count upon 
the reasonableness of a woman, even of such a 
woman, such a sister as Eunice Boulting. 

Carol Boulting — safe and well cared for under 
Mrs. Hopkins's protection — ^his own runaway 
bride — ^married as soon as might be possible — ^not 
in St. Mary's, Broad Easton — not to himself, 
Godwin Helyar, of Paradyse — ^but still lawfully,, 
happily married. It was quite possible — a con- 
certed plan, well-arranged and secret — Mrs» 
Hopkins adding and abetting her son. The 
traitress bride, ever a coward, not won over till 
the last moment. 

Garistowe was famous for such romantic and 
irregular matches. In that large commercial city 
'there were out-of-the-way churches, clergymen 
who asked no questions. The accident had 
happened often enough. Dr. Hopkins, eminently 
respectable and fatherly; his wife a silly, kind- 
hearted woman, of irreproachable character. 
Certainly no one need be ill-natured. Three 
weeks of preparation his rival had made good use 
of— working, in tjie dark, undermining, and firing 
the trai^ in a lucky moment. The surest way ixy 
make sure of so feckless, impulsive a gipsy a& 
Eunice's sister. 
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That was how lie named the fugitive, not caring 
to trust himself to the sweet, familiar Caro. Draw- 
ing nearer and nearer to the Great House, his 
conviction grew more positive. Why should not 
the Hopkins family emigrate, father, mother, son 
and daughter,' and so escape the Squire's unfor- 
giving fury P Doubtless, such was the scheme — a 
planned thing. What we wish to believe soon 
appears something better than probable, and a 
wound probed to the bottom heals quickly. Godwin 
Helyar, proudly concealing his hurt even from 
himself, fervently desired to wash his hands of the 
whole damaging matter, and settle the girl's fate 
with his owD, beyond remedy. The girl who had 
been mistaken, not wicked ; an unsuitable wife for 
him, as his mother, with a woman's quick eyes for 
ihe failings of her sex, hsd always seen. 

Shall I wasting in despair, die becanse a woman's fair ? 
If she be not kind to me — what oare I — 

In this temper of mind, not attained without a 
struggle, Godwin Helyar stopped beneath a leafy 
trellis in the Great Eouse gardens. Eunice was 
xsoming to meet him. She had got rid of the long, 
stifling afternoon as best she could, going rest- 
lessly from the tapestried, empty bed which might 
«oon be tenanted, to the window; listening for 
her sister's low voice, her sister's soft step, unlock- 
ing the door in an agony of apprehension to answer 
inquiries and take the basin of soup or fragrant 
tea, kind Mrs. Judy brought. 
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Often: a seirap of paper, pored oyer in y^iny^made' 
lier oblivious of all else-rinaeusiible to the dis]ba.nt 
, thunder, the gathering blaekiieffs. She had found 
l^e message — ah I if phe could, but understajod it ! 
Those strange, contradictory. words. "J loye him ; 
1 shall never come back. May you be happy/* 

IJbe " you/^ written over another blurred, word, 
was si^rc^ly decipherable. No suspicion entered 
, Eunice's mind; she did not try to explain. Caro 
j.w^ould do that — ^Caro beloved, safe, r^pe^tant. In 
the oppressive stillness she had heard Godwin's 
,!horse enter the stable yard, and witk a, beating 
,lieart she went to meet him. Not a word cpujLd 
i^e speak ;vwith her hands clapped, she. looked ^t 
,,him imploringly. 

. S[e had meant . to break his news, to convince 
her gradually mth kindness, and skill ; instead, he 
said briefly — 

" Your sister has gone to Caristowe — with " — 

",To Cayistowe I " cried EuDdce, " and you are 
<^ere ! You .^me ,and tell 9ie it^i^t cooUy ; ; the 
evening r mail will just have j started — ^ypu, her 
pr4;»mised hugfba^d, my • friend^ a^d.i>rother, not in 
it. Oh, for shame I for sJname ! " 

' ^'^^iat^n/' he, said an^^ioualy, ^Uisten. I acted 
fqr the b^st;;you ,^ill own it. Mrs. Hopkinsrr- 
yp.ur. sister is.with "t- 

." Wi|ih her brother Oli^e. I^n^iight have known 
it," ..esqlaimed . Euji;4ce. " CUiffe ^d his best to 
put his own fancies into, tier h^ad. .The |il4p. sails 
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to-morrow morning. Yon have lost her, Qoflwin 
— ^your Inkewarmness has lost her to you for 
ever/' 

<M give her to one whom she loves better," said 
he, not without dignity, and an instinctive hiding 
of his grief and humiliation. ■" Mrs. Hopkins "— 

'' Mrs Hopkins ! " 

An arrow of light pierced Eunice's soul; her 
white face flushed crimson with the smarting 
shame. 

"It is not true — ^it is not true," her heart 
whispered. She raised her head unabashed and 
told him, love and anger intensifying each quiet 
word — " Carol has gone to Caristowe — to CliflFe* 
Ton have failed us ; I want no more of you. I 
can suffer for my sister, and shield her alone. I 
shall never see her again, and it is your fault. 
And this is true love, and you were my ideal — my 
hero. I could better have trusted an enemy. God 
forgive yoa, Godwin — ^you, and the thought of 
your heart. It is false, and I shall never be able 
to make you unsay it. My Caro is gone." 

She went back to her room and spent the night 
thinking how fearful the morning disclosure to her 
&ther would be, trembling and weeping, whilst 
the storm broke and heavy thunder-claps shook 
the house. At last the forked lightning paled and 
broadened ; torrents of rain fell plashing, a grate- 
ful sound in the stone courtyard below her open 
window. She closed her weary eyes and, dressed 
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as she was^ slept uneasily, disturbed in her dreamg 
by the almost human moan of th,e "wind and trick- 
ling water. It was rising fast, the gale — sobbing, 
shivering, sighing. The waving tree branches 
creaked like the masts and cordage of a ship; 
faster and faster the rain descended. Suddenly 
Eunice awoke, and sat up terrified. Where — 
where — ^was Carol ? 



CHAPTER XI. 

NO PLACE LIKE HOME. 

Remembebed for many a year in tHe West of 
England, that damaging thnnderstorm passed 
over Broad Easton without doing serious injury. 
No farther off than Broomhay, the hailstones 
rattled like leaden bullets, and tongaes of fire " ran 
along the ground/^ Trees were split from top to 
bottom, sheep killed, and the church weather vane 
was twisted out of all shape or service — ^knotted as 
though it had been a piece of cord. So fearful a 
crash and commotion terrified the simple country 
folk. John Skinner was not the only panic- 
stricken sinner who left his bed beneath the dry 
thatch, to hide in holes and comers, an under- 
ground cellar or stone-tiled outhouse, convinced 
for half-an-hour that the end of all things had 
arrived. 

At last the sky cleared, the wind risen in sudden 
fury fell as quickly; the danger was over, and 
with it the craven repentance. Farmer John 
grasped a certain woollen stocking hard and &st ; 
whatever his fate, he and his money must not part 
company. Life companions whilst consciousness 
remained, afterwards — ^the farmer never looked so 
far ahead, albeit the most prudent of men. Not 
being quite a heathen, he audibly blessed himsel 
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and Almighty God for his good luck ; and making^ 
Ids way back to his solitary bed, bethought him- 
self of the ten cows accommodated in a covered 
shed, open at one end to the weather. 

All right, ricks and cattle. John counted the^ 
munching heads dimly visible in the pale morning 
dawn. A cow has no conscience, and is always 
;ready for breakfast. The farmer, still shaken, 
loathed food, thirsting after a cordial, his fancy 
straying amongst the black bottles in the parlour 
cupboard. Had he not been so perfectly sober, the 
strange sight he then saw might easily have been 
accounted for. 

Lady Grizzel, the Great House ghost — -a slender 
ahape in flimsy, grey garments— silently gUding 
down the shed; passing before his eyes with a 
noiseless foot, and vanishing at the open doorway. 

The apparition completed his discomfort. What 
business could Grizzel have with his cows, a 
trespasser, so far from her own premises? He 
concluded to keep a silent tongue about the matter. 
Times were altered; in these latter days heathens 
and infidels abounded. John Skinner believed 
^th the poet, though never a line of poetry had 
:the credulous man read — 

Millions of spiritoal beings walk the earth. 

He swallowed his cordial, and haying made 
sure that there were Good iFriday buns and cattle 
drenches in the house, went to bed and to sleep 
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\till milking time. Others might be ap anddoing^ 
with the daylight j he, foreseeing the storm, had 
Mput :his stock under shelter — ^a merciful man,, 
jnercif ul to his beasts. 

Qn that same sultry morning when the farmer, 
ntrudging home from church, read the sky and 
; provided against accidents, Lady Grizzel, a day-* 
(light ghost, might, haye been seen by him most in- 
opportunely, had he taken the coppice path and 
*nQt the. shorter field way. Balked of his raree 
.ihow and of expected hospitalities, he was not in 
the most genial of tempers, and the runaway 
jbnde would certainly have been stopped, her mad, 
^impulsive project timely made impossible. As it 
was, Gajol Boulting met with no such friend or 
.eioemy. -The woods and lanes were deserted ; yet 
she. hurried through them, often looking fearfully 
behind her, unable to believe that she was j not 
uasfiied, not pursued. Affcer a time shelter and 
8h«iide were 90 longer possible. To reach tha 
.station and catch the; three o'clock train, she must 
ibrave the danger of the old Eoman road-^the 
onore than chance of being recognized at Christin,. 
jif not before. 

Her grey Shetland "veil was thick, so thick that 
,8h&:felt ready to faint. Before leaving the little' 
tdv^Qod^Bhe sat down to xest, and -do -what of all 
iihings .^he most )dreaided — ^think. Her action had 
been so swift, so entirely the result of a strange 
chance favouring her one desperate necessity, her 
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dominant resolution. <^I must escape from mj 
father, for I will never marry Godwin Helyar.** 

Now, weary and frightened, she began to see 
all the difficulties before her, and to long, with a 
«ick heart, for home — ^the home she was flying 
from. Never had it seemed so dear to her. But 
turning — repenting — could she reach it f No ; 
she knew her father's strength, her own weakness 
too well. 

Marry Godwin Helyar she must not — marry him 
she must, unless seas rolled between them. Her 
father's iron will, the pleading of her heart, only 
far, far away, out of the reach of temptation, could 
she resist either. And what would home be to 
her ; where could she find joy if Godwin were 
unhappy — ^the fault hers P She thought of him, 
learning day by day to hate the wife' whom justice 
and generosity had compelled him to marry. 

Justice and generosity — restitution — nothing 
more. She had always feared this ; now she held 
the proof — ^now she was sure. Like a horse or a 
sheep, her father, disappointed, burdened with 
^ebt, had sold her, driving a hard bargain, as wag 
his wont, not guessing that her purchaser could 
give her no heart — ^no love — ^but instead, Faradyse 
Manor. That wretched old man's will made good 
— ^restitution — She fancied she heard her father's 
chuckle, the jubilant ring of his exultant 
■voice. 
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"Paradyse Manor ! Tou are the luckiest girl 
in the county ; the most to be envied, Sunball/' 

How she hated manors, lands, and houses, and 
gold which could not buy her what she wanted — 
love. Godwin's love — ^Eunice's. Yet her twin 
sister had deluded her, deceived, supplanted her. 
Did she hate Eunice P Ah, no ! Was she not 
fleeing from all she held dear for the sake of two 
dearest ones, dearer than all ? 

" But Eunice does not love my Godwin as I do,'' 
moaned the foolish girl, indulging her grief for a 
moment. ^^ As much as she can. Is it her fault 
if she is sensible, clever, graceful — ^all that he 
would have made me ? The very wife his mother 
wished him to choose, a lady, and mistress of his 
house, such as I could never have become. I 
meant to try, to try hard. And Godwin does 
more than admire and approve my sister ; he loves 
her — ^has loved her from the first. I was to grow 
like her; a weary, thankless task. Could my 
eyes have been opened a little earlier I might have 
found a better way to let them have their heart's 
desire; to save myself from a life-long misery 
and repentance " — 

She drew from her dress some torn scraps of 
paper, carefully hidden with the antique ring in 
her bosom. . The fool's cap had always belonged 
to her most certainly, though she was not, in the 
distraction of her mind, aware of so unromantic 
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a fact. She Mdsed the pledge before replacmg it, 
^content thatf it should be hers to keep and wii^ 
always. Too late to send it back ; with this one 
token she could not part. 

Then she read over and over the words and ui»- 
finished sentences written by Gtodwin Helyarin^ 
his library ; on that night when he had essayed t(f * 
answer satisfactorily his mother's letter of wamingfi 
and expostulation. 

The fragments must have slipped between thoi^e 
unused, blank sheets, returned to the davenport,- 
and taken carelessly by one of the Helyar giiis 
to fold about the flowers sent to Broad Easton 
for the wedding decorations. A word here and^ 
there purposely blotted, sentences left unfinished, • 
mthout beginning or end, the continuation 
wanting. Not to Carol Boulting, possessed by | 

the idea of her own unfitness and her sister's* 
worth, and also gifted with a heart, sofb perhaps; 
but full of that love which is stronger than death/ 
which thinks first of others, their good, theil^ 
happiness. 

When she could read no longer because of the 
tears in her eyes, and the sickness in her soul, 
she went bravely on her way, nothing doubting. 
That which she had always feared she now knew 
to be the miserable truth; never until after 
the Windwhistle picnic had her joy been un- 
shadowed, her faith perfect. With those scrajHi 
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of paper heavy on her heart she blamed herself^ 
not Godwin — 

'* Loved her from the first, Bmiice/' 
^' Too late — her father — Caro shall never know;'* 
Had she not known onlj too well, the wretched 
€aro; a fond self-deceiver, wilfully blind, childishly 
ijredulotis. The bargain made between father and 
pretended lover, the open preference given to her 
sister so often, not by Mrs. Helyar only. And 
Uunice's reticence, Godwin^s lips on her hand:; 
no first meetiDg as she, Carol, had been allowed 
to suppose. And a few hours ago in the church, 
at the very altar. How hearty the bridegroom^s 
loud " I will/' How fixed and proud his gaze at 
his bride's sister — ^more worthy of him — more 
worthy of him ; his choice, his love. No wonder 
the ring was forgotten which must have been 
falsely put' on CaroPs finger, because Carol's 
father could barter his child for gold, for settle- 
ments. Fair white parchments, sealed and 
signed, the runaway thought, with her own heart's 
blood. 

So pressing breathlessly on, because the open 
road was dangerous, it seemed to Carol that this 
mad flight had been from the first a settled pur- 
pose ; the necessary ending of an engagement she 
had wrongfully made, tempted by love and a girl's 
pardonable weakness. 
" If he does not love me as I love him, then I 



144 FLXTTUS ADONIS. 

will run away from the very church door.'* Was 
it strange that she should have so spoken to her 
twin sister long, long ago P Not at all ; but more 
strange that her escape had been, as it were, cut 
off, impossible, till the very last moment. 

The noise of wheels close behind her put an end 
to self-justification. Trembling and frightened 
she sat down on a grassy bank, and, driven to- 
desperation, concealed her weary head in her 
lap. 

" Tired, young woman P Dead beat P' Going my 
way ? Take a lift, do'ee. I'm bound for Caris- 
towe town ; but you can get out whenever you*m 
minded. Waugh, Bobbin! That's right, miss, 
jump up." 

Gaily Carol sprang into the gig and sat beside 
the stranger, doing her best to answer the old 
farmer's questions, who luckily was not a man of 
two ideas. His own business, a matter of 
^^ selling dear and buying cheap," taxed his 
mental powers heavily. He flicked his horse's 
ears dexterously with the long whip lash, urged 
the animal on in uncouth dialect familiar to Carol's 
country tongue, and spoke to the '^ little dress- 
making girl " kindly from time to time. 

She talked with him in his own fashion, briefly 
describing herself as alone in the world, quite un- 
expectedly, and wishful to join a brother about 
to sail for Africa. His taciturnity, grey hairs, 
and above all his farmerly speech and behaviour. 
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inspired her with confidence. Choosing her 
words she asked — 

" Will you let me get down at th e Caristowe 
Terminus, sir ! And — my brother may not be able 
to meet me. I am new to a town, are the Docks 
a long way ofE 9 '' 

" Pretty well," he told her. « Tou*ll just go 
straight through Tower Street, my dear, an' 
under the big arch, an' then follow your nose an' 
the Jack Tars ; anybody wiU tell 'ee. But sure 
enough he'll be there, your brother; 'tis an 
orker^d town for maidens, is Caristowe, nigji on 
tow'rds evening. I've girls of my own, as inno- 
cent as yourself. Never you fear, he'll turn up, 
proud enough to have you on his arm. Now then, 
in five minutes we'll part company. God 
Almighty bless you, my dear maid, beyond seas, 
an' give you good luck. You're over young 
to knock about the world, an', I guess, over 
pretty. The Lord have mercy upon you." 

The words were familiar to him, and me- 
chanical; his blessing meant very little, but 
Carol shuddered. Was she not crucifying herself 
for right, for love and duty ? She could take no 
comfort from the old farmer's farewell, it 
frightened her. Why should this be ? Hastily 
giving him her hand and murmuring incoherent 
thanks, she waited at the door of the railway 
station till he was out of sight before venturing 

VOL. II. L 
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to follow his directions and thread the maze of 
dirty streets, the crowd of dirtier people, BO 
bewildering and unlovely to her timid, wonder- 
ing eyes. The bold faces, the rude jostling, 
terrified her ; yet for a moment she stayed her 
breathless speed, arrested by the name on a brass 
plate, shining bright as gold in the centre of a 
begrimed, closely shut door — 

"Mes Stakisbrough." 

This, then, was her sister's prison ; these high 
suDlpss walls had shut poor Eunice in and stifled 
her girlish heart. No wonder Paradyse, beautiful 
Paradyse, had enchanted the much-to-be-pitied 
prisoner. 

^^ If I had lived the best part of my life in such 
a dungeon/' thought Carol, " I too might have 
put Godwin in the second place without knowing 
it ; might have loved him rich, and cared nothing 
for him poor. Now, ah ! if he could lose every- 
thing, everything but me, I might fly from this 
horrible city and beg his forgiveness and win his 
love. I forgive my sister freely ; she will make 
him a dutiful wife, my Godwin. She is not 
hard ; she has common-sense. It is I who must 
bear all the blame and none of the malice. I '' — 

Being, as she fancied, in so charitable a temper 
of mind, the scowling observation of a gobUn 
cobbler over the way ought not to have dismayed 
her. In a panic of doubt she escaped, seeking 
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the shelter of an arched alley, a dark passage 
not answering the description given to her bj her 
farmer friend. 

How pleasant the quiet graveyard in which she 
presently found herself. Bat had she not missed 
the right way? A very old man, brilliant with 
brass buttons, stared at her in growing bewilder- 
ment; dropping his shears like a palsied idiot^ 
when she spoke to him, raising her veil for an 
instant. 

Not caring to wait until he should find his 
tongue and nianoers, Carol sped away, she hardly 
knew whither. Out of one street into another.. 
A dreary, endless quest in search of she knew not 
what. 

"Clean, well aired beds. Tea and coffee.'* 
That was it — ^the refuge she needed. A respect- 
able house in a decent thoroughfare, unfrequented 
by those ** Jack Tars ^^ she drea<ded every moment 
falling in with. 

An elderly woman brought her what she askei 
for without remark or question. The weary girl 
felt refreshed, her spirits rose ; she emptied the 
tea-pot, but could eat nothing. This discreet, 
business-like landlady would tell her where the 
necessary purchases for a voyage might be made, 
and the berth on board Cliffe's ship secured. 
Her own ignorance and inexperience smoothed 
difficulties. She must not discover herself to her 
brother until return was quite impossible. For- 
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tanatelj her purse was well filled; the dear 
mother had taken care that her child shoald not 
be a penniless bride. Qaite overcome with the 
tender recollection, Carol laid her arms and her 
unbonneted head on the table ; her fair hair con- 
cealed her face. One might have thought the 
child, she looked but a child, was sleeping. 

At the end of the busy street a tawdry, half- 
starved woman, once as young and simple, sang, 
in a shrill voice, a voice sweet still, tuned ta 
pathos by want and misery — 

'* 'Mid pleasures and palaoea tho' we maj roam.'' 

Nearer and nearer the singer came. 

Startled, Carol raised her burning face, her dry 
eyes, — 

*' No place like hoine — no place like home." 

The wretched creature shuffled away then, afraid 
of her good fortune. That young lady made a 
mistake. A shilling would have been untold 
riches — a golden sovereign — this other girl, 
clutched the coin desperately. It might save 
her ; she could not, would not give it back. 

And Carol, returning to her seat, fell into a 
passion of weeping, believing that her heart must 
burst and break. Oh that it might be so ! That 
she were at rest in yonder city churchyard, a 
shame, a sorrow to none— only that foolish, brown 
man, possessed of her secret, and tenderly clipping 
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the grass on her grave. By-and-bje she ceased 
sobbing, too tired out to think or resist 

For the landlady stood beside her, smoothing 
her ruffled hair and dress, saying with a face and 
in a voice not to be denied — 

"You must go home — the evening train will 
take you ; I have a fly at the door. I shall put 
you safe into the railway carriage. More I cannot 
do, and perhaps it is as well. Trust your mother, 
my poor child. Fathers may be hard when their 
womenfolk fail them — us that should set the 
pattern. Ton tell your mother, missy, and fear 
nothing.'' 

So at half-past ten Carol Boulting turned de- 
spondently into the old Boman road, alone, and 
in truth very much afraid, not of the night, nor 
the thunder — ^but of her father. Until now her 
faculties had been absorbed in the necessity of 
eluding observation, and taking her solitary way 
unseen. This successfully accomplished, she 
began her weary walk ; eight miles by the lanes 
and field paths, with the lightning for conductor, 
and the rain cooling and drenching her aching 
limbs. Slowly and more slowly she stumbled on, 
sure that the home so near, was ever farther and 
farther off with every tottering step. Mothers 
indeed may forgive —Carol Boulting's father — 
never — never. 

The stupified girl wondered in a dull sort of 
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way what would become of her, and when the big^ 
hailstones, falling thick and fast, struck her 
pitilessly to the ground, she felt no pain, and 
scarcely any inclination to rise and continue her 
journey. The lowing of a cow close at hand 
roused her instinct of self preservation ; she was 
well acquainted with Parmer Skinner's yard, and 
managed to reach the cattle shed. There in the 
fragrant straw amongst the creatures she loved, 
the dumb beasts who always welcomed her, she 
sheltered, sleeping through the worst fury of the 
tempest. Awakened and alarmed by the f armer'a 
entrance, she slipped out into the pale dawn, and 
strengthened after her rest, reached the courtyard 
beneath Eunice's window. 

Bodily and mental power deserted her then» 
Galling her sister's name from time to time 
feebly, she sat down by the fountain. No hope 
for her in that silent house ; no hope in her own. 
heart. With the bright sunshine somebody would 
find her — asleep or dead — she was indifferent. 
Not perhaps to-morrow, the next day, but sooner' 
or later, all must come right. 

Godwin Helyar was a free man — ^free and 
happy. 



CHAPTER XII. 

AFTEB 8T0BM, CALM. 

Some sabtle^ sympathetic attraction must have 
disturbed Carol Botilting's twin sister. With her 
heart, so to speak, in her ears, Eanice sat on the 
bed listening painf nlly. 

^'Who called me?" she asked, doubtful aud 
trembling, expectant, yet afraid of an answer. It 
could not have been the wind rustling amongst 
the tree-tops in the Primrose Combe, xio other 
sound broke the stillness of the dawn ; she went 
to the window and saw the rosy light spreading 
fast in the east; the sun's golden face would soon 
appear, 

" Eunice ! oh, Eunice ! '' 

" I am coming — ^I am coming, darling," cried 
the joyful sister then, and hastened with noiseless 
foot down the stairs. Broken and faint, Carol's 
voice could not be mistaken, or appeal in vain. 
Unfastening the small side door, Eunice almost 
stumbled over the truant's crouching figure, 
huddled up on the threshold. 

With a welcome of kisses and loving whispers, 
she half led, half caoried the exhausted girl to her 
own room ; and soon had the supreme satisfaction 
of seeing her fast asleep in bed, warm and dry. 
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Has my father cursed me ? " the poor child 
asked wildly, *' dare you take me in P ** 

"Our father knows nothing, dearest Caro^ 
nothing — everybody believes that you are ill — 
here, with me — the truth — ^the real truth, thank 
God." 

" And Godwin? " sighed Carol, hiding her face. 

" Godwin went to seek you. Godwin is one 
with me,'' replied Eunice eagerly, '^go to sleep^ 
darling, have no fear." 

But though she breathed softly, closing her 
weary eyes, tear after tear wetted Carol's pillow 
and her hot, crimson cheeks. Eunice, watching 
beside her sister, wiped the drops away from 
time to time, too happy for present misgiving. 
*' One with me." Unwittingly she had pierced 
Suaball's heart afresh. The child was safe, re- 
pentant; none except their three selves, need 
ever know of this " Midsummer Night's " mad- 
ness. Godwin one with them, would forgive and 
forget this last childish folly. She said her own 
thankful prayers twice over and with a proud, 
clear face opened her bedroom door when some 
hours later, Judy came knocking to ask — 

** Would the sisters not have breakfast np 
stairs, because the rector himself was in the 
dining room, kindly anxious to know whether 
and at what hour, the wedding party would meet 
him at the church." 

" Your father gives you until ten — ^not a 
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minute longer," said Judy. "Mr. Helyar slept 
here last night, no doubt his mother and sisters 
will arrive in good time. But, my dear child, 
how grave you look. And the bride, still asleep, 
as red as a pickling cabbage. You do not 
mean to tell me it is more than a common head- 
ache, chagrin ? Dear ! dear ! how unfortunate — 
who will quiet your father ? And the bridegroom 
knows, you say, and scarlet fever has appeared 
at St. Outhbert's. Ah, weU! We may make up 
our minds to the doctor and a fine time of it — ^but 
no wedding." 

Most assuredly not ; rage as the Squire might, 
and to the misery of his family did, the marriage 
had to be delayed indefinitely, and for a reason 
nobody could quarrel with. 

Carol was undoubtedly very ill. Dr. Hopkins 
returning from Caristowe visited the suflfering 
girl, and briefly answered all inquiries, being as 
averse to talking as his wife was to silence. 

" The poor young lady has caught a severe cold 
and is a little off her head, not to be wondered at, 
all things taken into account. The fever runs 
high for a day or two — scarlet ! Bless my soul, no, 
you are all a set of noodles. Go and cross ques- 
tion Mr. Helyar, the blame is his and half the 
punishment, by the look of the poor fellow.'* 

As nobody felt inclined to follow the surly 
doctor's advice, curiosity had to be stifled. Soon 
the nine days' talk must die a natural death for 
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want of material ; everything seemed so matter-of- 
fact, reasonable, and therefore uninteresting. 

Squire Boulting laid up with gout, his wife with 
neuralgia. Eunice nursing her sister. Mr. Helyar 
going to and fro, his face as always, inscrutable. 

For the first time Eunice, seeking him afber 
Judy's visit, felt her confidence fail her, the ex- 
planation she had to give was so simple. Yet with 
his eyes fixed upon her, she hung her head ashamed 
and sorrowful. 

"Nothing but good news, God win,'' she 
stammered. "I mean, Carol is in my room- 
very ill. Ton cannot see her '' — 

She spoke with sudden fright, startled by a 
hasty step forward on his part, then lifting her 
eyes to his and angrily reading his scepticism, she 
went on steadily for a second -r- 

" It is just as I told you — she — my sister went 
to Caristowe — she wished — she had resolved — 
Cliffe often said the wild life in A.frica would 
delight her^she meant to join him — but repented 
of course directly she began to think, and at once 
came back to those who love her.*' 

The explanation, satisfactory before, sounded 
strange put into words, perhaps because Eunice 
knew that she had faltered, breaking and jumb- 
ling up the sentences she ought to have spoken in 
cool, clear faith. Was it possible 9 Did Godwin 
disbelieve her story f 
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And your sister's reasons?'' he inquired. 
Never again should Carol's name pass his lips ; 
such a small weakness even so self-controlled, 
sensible a man might indulge. 

Eunice stood silent ; she hoped that the patient 
lover before her might grow angry, relieving her 
embarrassment and his own restrained emotion 
with reproaches. Forced to confess the simple 
truths she said in a tone of anguish — 

" I cannot give you reasons — it was a mistake 
discovered very late. I am only sure that my 
Caro is good. Yes, Godwin, yes — as true as my- 
self and more loving. Ton must wait till she can 
defend herself. Oh, do not— do not misjudge her ! 
Do not let her suffer blame — speak for her, take 
her part — for her dear sake — ^for mine ! " 

" For yours — ^I promise," he. replied, moved by 
her grief. " You at least should bear no blame, 
Eunice." And abruptly turning away, he left the 
room and the house, to be again tortured, arrived 
at his home, by the questioning of his mother and 
sisters. 

Away from him and once more beside her sister, 
Eunice's faith revived. Not in the half-delirious 
patient's reasonableness; who that knew Carol 
would ask for such a marvel ? Her whims and 
freaks, like Aunt Persy's eccentricities, must ever 
puzzle her best friends. 

In a week the two parted lovers might meet. 
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and after some inexplicable fashion known only to 
the initiated, make np this nglj and most disturb- 
ing quarrel. 

Dr. Hopkins dismissed himself at the end of a 
few days; so young and vigorous a creature as 
this wilful young lady might well be trusted to 
recover, without the aid of the physic she obsti- 
nately refused to take. 

^^ A splendid constitution, but not perhaps so 
fine a brain quality as her white faced sister,*' re- 
marked the doctor to his interested wife. " We 
shall have little Miss Carol careering about the 
parish, and playing madder pranks than ever, 
unless Mr. Helyar bestirs himself to find that lost 
golden fetter. My patient might go downstairs 
if it did not please her to be coddled and humoured 
a little longer. Now if my advice were worth 
taking, I should say to that unlucky couple — 
* Walk into the church before breakfast, in your 
morning gowns and slippers, and get the knot 
safely tied ; nobody outside your family and our 
rector the wiser ' — eh, wife ? " 

It was a lengthy speech, and Mrs. Hopkins had 
time to ponder her vengeful answer. 

^^ Something tells me, husband, that pretty Miss 
Carol will never be lady mistress of Paradyse 
Manor. Our poor boy is in the Bay of Biscay by 
this time, blaming nobody. She was a child and 
he only — ^Mumbo — ^but it will not prosper — ^the 
foolishness of the foolish finds them out. I use 
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no harder word, thongli eyen a child may love 
wisdom.'^ 

"And Mumbo never was wise," observed the 
doctor innocently, thns ending the conversation. 

Not long afterwards Mrs. Hopkins sipped a 
delicious cup of afternoon tea in the Paradyse 
drawing-room, whilst congratulating Mrs. Helyar 
and her son on the *' sweet bride's recovery." 

*^ A very anxious time for yon, Mrs. Helyar," 
she said. " I, who have gone through a similar 
experience, can truly sympathise; and you will 
see your darling happily through his troubles, 
whilst my beloved boy — Oh, Mr. Helyar, I beg 
your pardon ! That footstool nearly gave you an 
awkward tnmble. I am afraid I pushed it from 
me, without thinking. You are going for a ride ; 
your horse waits, I see. We know who will give 
you a warm welcome. Miss Carol cannot say * no ^ 
to you, as she does to everyone else ; nor, of course, 
would she wish it. Excuse me." 

She had annoyed her son's rival more deeply 
than she could have hoped. Pleased and wonder- 
ing, she watched him mount his horse and ride 
slowly off ; then she chattered on at her ease. She 
had known Mrs. Helyar before that lady had 
gained an entree to the '^ county set." 

" Doubtful blessings are they, children, whether 
girls or boys. I took a young cousin of ours, an. 
only daughter, to Caristowe. She sailed in the 
same vessel with my son. Her parents could not 



158 PLunrs adonis. 

possibly leave home, so I saw the foolish child 
safely on boards and under the care of an elderly 
woman, an emigrant likewise. My son assures me 
the girl is going out to marry a scamp, but 
naturally she will not believe it. Fidelity in the 
wrong place, like every other good grace now-a- 
days/' 

Godwin Helyar might have echoed the senti- 
ment, in spite of his antagonism to Mrs. Hopkins 
and her trivial prattle, which unfortunately he did 
not hear. 

Disgusted and discontented he reached the 
Great House, resolved to end his doubts and diffi- 
culties and come to some sort of conclusion, at 
least with the Squire, since to keep up this farce 
of a speedy marriage between himself and Mr. 
Boulting's pet daughter was as irksome as ridi- 
culous. 

" When neither bride nor bridegroom will * come 
to the scratch ' I '' So Tartar Tim, silencing 
Eunice, objectionably expressed himself; '' when 
Gill says ^no' and Jack ^wait a little longer, 
what's the use of philandering? '' 

Even Eunice avoided Mr. Helyar, having no 
counsel or comfort to give him. He felt her 
estrangement keenly. With the loyal sister he 
had not, nor ever could, quarrel. Faithful and 
true, she also suffered — his companion in humilia- 
tion and injury. 

To-day she met him, and gravely said — 
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** Carol sends me to bid yon good-bye. I bave 
tried in vain to move ber. Ton nnderstand eacb 
otber ; sbe says so, my sister, and tbat sbe is not 
strong enougb to look in yonr face, to bear yonr 
voice. Indeed sbe is greatly altered ; no Snnball, 
but a broken-spirited girl. I believe if tbe ship 
bad not sailed we sbould lose ber again. All tbe 
beart sbe bas lef t seems to bave gone witb Cliffe, 
I bave no rigbt to force ber confidence, and to me 
sbe will not explain. You will forgive ber, sbe 
tbinks, and, wben your jnst anger is passed, wiU 
not find it bard to believe tbat sbe can be true 
and faitbful whatever tbe cost." 

'^ I believe it now," be replied emphatically ; 
^^ weakness is not wickedness. Tbe temptation 
took ber unawares, and she never pretended to be 
wise. All is over ; I will tronble ber no more. I 
shall see your father, and shield yon both as 
much as may be. We are none of ns out of the 
storm yet. Certainly, I nnderstand ; may you re- 
main ignorant.'^ 

And with a hasty grasp of ber friendly band, 
he went on his disagreeable mission, prepared for 
failure, inasmuch as he felt himself fully justified, 
a free man, rage the Squire ever so hotly. 

Eunice bad no such snpport. Equally with her 
lister, Godwin puzzled and disappointed ber. Tbe 
mockery in his eyes whenever CliflEe's name was 
mentioned disconcerted her. She was angry with 
bim in spite of her deep pity — angry also that 
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Carol showed no interest, and only pettishlj de- 
, sired to be " left in peace/' 

Not for one moment conld the thought of 
Mumbo dwell in Eunice's pure mind. 

" Such a kettle of fish," lamented Mrs. Judy, 
too harassed for circumspection in the matter of 
words ; " gout all over him — head, hands, knees, 
and toes. Suppressed, my dears, which, you know, 
is terribly dangerous. I could see little sign, 
thouerh he made me bandasre him, your excellent 
fa Jr roaring like a lion becaixse my fingera 
were thumbs. He'll take neither Blair nor Col- 
chicum-— only French brandy, which sets him 
ablaze like a furnace. You are not to show so 
much as the tips of your noses in his quarter of 
the house until your mother has got the better of 
him, as the nibbling mouse did in the fable." 

" That * you ' means me, Eunice," said Carol 
despondently. " Poor papa ! it is I who have to 
pardon, who am ready and willing. He will never 
forgive me. I knew it when I lost heart and 
courage, and let Cliffe's ship sail without me; 
now there is no hope and no remedy." 

She would make no effort, sitting for hours 
idle and dreamy at the window in Eunice's room, 
or when night came wandering about the grounds 
and churchyards, a grey, silent ghost. 

Wiseacres shook their heads and foreboded 
*' troubles to the family." Old Grubb, the sexton's 
eyes, matched against John Skinner's, were but 
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the eyes of a bat. Had not the shrewd farmer 
himself caught that ghostly jade, Grizzel, * working 
the mischief with his cows on the night of the 
great hailstorm? Not a shapely cheese had his 
dairywoman tnmed out since. Even the parson's 
hook-learning failed to expound why " sperrits or 
thistledown should flee about the grass world." 

Tim's home-coming on Saturday saved Carol 
from physical and mental stupor. The brother 
and sister were always together in the house 
or garden, speaking little, each absorbed in his 
or her wrongs and hopeless, daily grind of idleness. 
More than one complaint had been made of the 
lad, to no good purpose. Tim sullenly endured, 
and solaced himself out of office hours with com- 
panions whose genial sympathy was more cruel 
than his father's tyranny. Could Carol have seen 
her brother on certain jovial nights it would 
assuredly have roused her to forgetf ulness of her 
own griefs. Comparatively happy, she watched 
him fashion the queerest little demons with his 
penknife, cleverly whittling away at a hard morsel 
of wood — angels and goblins, chess-men set in 
battle array, a game played for — Tim did not 
explain what. It was just a fancy, and he chose 
to begin, as he was mysteriously driven and in- 
clined, with the devils. 

A basket of the dear boy's stockings, terribly 
needing repairs, soothed Carol's restless temper, 

VOL. II. M 
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Her trouble eoald not be spoken of ; enough that 
Tim loved, approved, and suffered with her, con- 
vinced that " Silkworm had acted like a brick,** 
exultant in the fact that ^^ Lord Dandj and his 
stuck-up mother and sisters were routed, and not 
the least likely to interfere with other people's 
prc^rty again,** for Paradyse, shut up and leffc in 
the charge of a servant, would remain empty all 
the summer. 

Gone abroad, the Helyars — ^to Paris, to Switzer- 
land, in search of health .report said— *-and hearers 
of the news made their own jcomments and inter- 
pretations. 

It was dispiriting that as Carol regained health 
and good looks, she should grow more and more 
capricious and decidedly less loving towards the 
patient sister, whom she sometimes fondled and 
caressed and at others petulantly turned away 
from. 

One evening, when Eunice was softly singing 
*^Home, sweet Home,** Carol came silently behind 
her, snatched the music, and tore it in pieces. 

"I hate that song,** she cried passionately; 
*'^ it is as false as those who sing it I Oh I what 
have I said 9 Forgive me, sis — ^forget it. Nobody 
has a good word for me. Yes, you are gentle, and 
only look at me with your great, serious eyes. 
Do you suppose I cannot read the disapproval in 
your heart ? Good words are sweeter than 
Msses.*' 
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'^ Aunt Persia says * What is to be must be.' " 

Eunice^ indignant and off ber goard, spoke oat 
ihe encouragement she bad meant to witbbold. 

"Every girl bas a rigbt to cboose wbom sbe 
mil or will not marry. My aunt is sure you bad 
excellent reasons, Caro. I only know sbe brougbt 
me up to do as sbe bid me. Mr. Samuel Griffitbs 
was no cboice of mine. And Rodney, Aunt Anne's 
friend^ tbinks you a braye girl too. Ill-gotten 
wealtb brings no blessing. Wbat be means puzzles 
ber. He is a Helyar, and sbe belieyes Paradyse 
Manor ought to bare been bis. Perhaps be is 
envious. I — I bad the letter this morning/* 

There Eunice stopped, conscience-smitten. 

"Thou shalt not bear false witness.'* How 
many of us do bear it daily, unchecked, because 
the idle word, the unkind suspicion, bas become 
familiar I We mean nothing; it is not worth, 
making a fuss about. 

Carol's face lighted up. Sbe did not see ber 
sister's blushes, and presently left the room. A 
few days afterwards she burst upon Eunice with 
the startling announcement — 

"Help me to pack my belongings. I am AmA 
Persy's child, and am going home — to Toww 
Street." 



'< 



CHAPTEE Xm. 

SUNSHINE IN TOWEB STREET. 

So Broad Saston took a fit of the dumps, and with 
^* pr6tty: Miss Carol '' brightness departed from the 
village. There was cause enough ! a wet season, 
which in those parts means spoiled hay and 
smoking^ unsayoury ricks^ lengthened even Thomas 
Tripp's ruddy moon-face^ and made John Skinner 
doubly a niggard. Cheerful talk could no more 
be afforded in such perilous times than a copper 
coin for the church alms-plate. Instead, the 
farmer shbok his head dolefully, an exercise which 
at least pained no one but himself, whereas at the 
Great House, Squire Boulting's chagrin and dis- 
appointment kept the household always simmering 
—•a heat of yexation ready to boil over and scald 
the whole parish. 

Trespassers, poachers, and pilferers were hunted 
out and summarily dealt with. Eunice, nursing 
her mother, and enduring as best she might her 
father's gout and temper, agreed with Tartar 
Tim that ^* Sunb^ll was in luck to be out of this 
shindy," or, as the shocked sister corrected, " at 
peace in so despised a haven as Tower Street." 

When bad comes to the worst things usually 
mend, though for awhile the only advantage 
reaped from so much misfortune seemed to be the 
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{to Eunice) consoling fact, that those gossips who 
would still be talking were forced to look at home 
and mind their own unsatisfactory business, to the 
gain of equally suffering neighbours. 

All blame being laid upon shoulders broad 
enough to bear a heavier weight. Broad Easton 
pulled at its own beam and let the Squire's mote 
.ailone. 

^^ A hitch in the settlements. Such legal traps 
should never be left to the last moment. Shame, 
then, upon Mr. Helyar for an over-prudent bride- 
groom. What is a thousand pounds, more or less, 
to a landed gentleman, set against such a bonny 
wife as Miss Carol? Filthy lucre! Arid the 
poorest goes to the wall, whilst the rich see Paris, 
and for their sins dine on frogs and drink sour 
wine. Punishment enough! If Thomas Tripp, 
standing up for the young lady, doubts it, let him 
swallow haM a bottle of his wife's cowslip vinegar 
and hold his tongue." 

Thus things got settled after a fashion, suid 
once more Eunice, fitted in her groove, fretted in 
vain, her twin sister lost to her. 

" It was you who put the idea into my head, 
Duchess,'^ said Carol. ^^ Aunt Persis did not blame 
me. I wrote on the instant; she replied as 
promptly in a comfortable scrawl, not a straight, 
well-turned letter, not a hint of propriety in iJl 
the epistle. Mamma sounded my father. I am 
no child of his. He has no command for me that 
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I can obey ; I may go if I will witiiout a .g ood-i^ 
bye. Ab long as the house holds Carol, Judy is 
sure gout will cripple him. • He declines to see me^ 
He would laugh my good reasons to scorn. This 
cannot go on for ever. And when he comes down* 
stairs^ when he passes me by — oh ! I could not 
endure it; I should grow really wicked. So I 
think I am glad to go, and mamma approves. I 
steal like a thief to her room whilst the &tther 
takes his after-dinner nap in his own domicile. I 
leave our mother in your good hands, Eunice; she 
will not much miss the harumnscarum child so unlike 

herself.'* 

** But you will come back ? *' Eunice asked, un- 
certain what to think. 

"How can I tellP*' answered Carol, with a 
sudden touch of bitterness. " It is for you to 
say ; it depends on you. Now do not look so be- 
wildered," she went on in a softer mood. " Tou 
wm find out my meaning and mdt my father's 
heart. Nobody but you can do it. Tes, I will 
come back when you go away. It is our good, or 
mishap, to change places. Nobody ought to be 
surprised — you least of all, Eunice. Have I not 
told you again and again I would never marry a 
inaA who did not love me f Gk)dwin—- I found out 
T-from himself — ^from himself — so late — no indeed 
•«-I could not mistake ; you must beUeve me ; yon 
must trust me. Eemembfer, I loved him firrt ; h& 
pitied me, he was generous, and you know he un-: 
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derstands — ^he gives me np. Papa — oh, it is agon j 
to explain — must have a girl ; so when somebodj 
else wants you " — 

'^Nobody will want me/' interrupted Eunice 
dolorously, " nobody out of '' — 

" Tim will want you sorely," said Carol, not 
allowing her sister to finish. " Something is 
wrong with that poor boy, and I cannot find it 
out. Do, do try to get hold of him, dear Duchess; 
he used to tell me everybhing, now he flies into a 
temper^ and says a man's affairs are not to be 
trusted to the ears of a girl. I am sure he 
colours up like a girl when I am too inquisitive ; 
he will never be a hardened black sheep ; he will 
just follow the leader. And there is the parish ; 
the old people will miss me, and Tryphosa's little 
sister on the turf moor. She does so enjoy a fairy 
tale. You would not think it wrong to read her 
an allegory sometimes; fairies with a moral. Poor 
Ruth hardly knows her letters ; I had intended 
teaching her. You will not forget P '* 

" I will forget nothing,'' Eunice promised. '* All 
that you wish, dearest, shall be done, and you 
yourself remembered." 

" No, no,'' Carol replied hastily ; ** I wish him 
to f orget-«-Godwin — to forget as well as to forgive. 
Have no misgivings ; do not blame him ; he and I 
are agreed. It was just a mistake we made, and 
—and — ^found out in time. I can tell you no more ; 
he will return before long, Eunice. I will not have. 
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you take my part, or try to treat him coldly. I 
suppose lie and I have a right to please ourselves 
without hiring a town crier to publish our rea- 
sons," exclaimed Carol petulantly. '^ Be generous. 
Duchess ; I know you will. Make Grodwin welcome 
because I have treated him badly. Of course you 
all think so. Oh ! I am a wretch, ungrateful to 
everybody, not glad to go, and yet thankful. Give 
me a kiss and let us end this farce, or Saint will 
drive back to the stables and leave me to reach 
Christin on foot, the old crab. Tou must not go 
with me, Eunice ; Bounce, BuUy, and Pincushion 
have set their hearts on filling the carriage. I go 
into banishment honourably, supported by my dear 
boys.'' 

Such was the Squire's policy. Bad as things 
were, he persisted in believing that his daughter 
was at the bottom of the mischief. A word of 
loving entreaty and humiliation on her part would 
tring the angry bridegroom back and make up 
this mysterious quarrel. That word unspoken, 
the stubborn girl need expect no mercy from her 
obdurate father — a fact which it was expedient to 
keep in the family bosom so long as a shadow of 
hope remained. 

" Sunball has behaved shamefully, Hetty," he 
told his wife. " A jilt is no daughter of ours, 
sweetheart. Always of one mind, you and L 
Seasons —confound those peddling Hopkins folk I 
That scamping son of theirs must needs take me 
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at ray jesting word, and come liome to his parents 
just when nobody wanted him or his nuggets. 
Tou remember Mumbo, who was more at home 
with our lads than in his father's surgery amongst 
the pill boxes. Well, well, he is over the seas 
again, and a summer in smoky Caristowe will 
bring gipsy Carol to her senses. Then bygones 
shall be bygones, and my pet the queen of the 
county. Meantime we must make shift with her 
sister, who would never have acted such a fool's 
part, or let house and lands slip, to say nothing of 
a handsome husband. Eunice has a head on her 
shoulders; she knows what is good for herself 
and us. If I had never parted with her the wed- 
ding peal might have rung out a year ago, and 
Sunball — Tut, tut, Hetty; none but my wife 
must know that girl's place in her old father's 
heart ; 'twill always be empty." 

Eunice found her father reasonable, and in his 
gruff way affectionate. It was understood be- 
tween them that the exiled rebel must not be 
spoken of. Tim, rashly defiant, would by no 
means consent to so mean and shabby a silence. 
If Sunball were forgotten it should only be when 
her champion, reduced to dumbness, lost the use of 
his tongue, or forfeited his own seat at the family 
table. 

For Carol's sake and in Carol's interest he 
^applied himself to his oflBce work, determined 
Ihat his father should not on the score of idleness 
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pick a quarrel with him. There were no mor& 
complaints from his employers ; he was up to the 
average of clerks, young ones, certainly not beyond 
it; fiddles and organs allured him in yain« 
Eunice was satisfied ; she did not get the drawing-* 
room window mended or the bolts set right ; in- 
deed, she forgot all about it. On Saturday even- 
ings Tim took his safety lamp, candles being- 
interdicted, and went off to bed delightfully 
early. She could answer her father's question 
promptly. 

" Where is Timothy ? After no mischief, eh, 
miss P " 

Letters from Carol made the rainy summer 
endurable. There was no need for Aunt Anne to 
bend her stiff back or sigh so deeply over the de-» 
generacy of our modem goose, apparent in the 
badness of quill pens since steel ones came into 
fashion. 

Carol, settling quickly in her new home, rushed 
to the rescue, and spared everybody trouble, thus 
winning all hearts. What the country girl did 
not know she learned with marvellous ability; 
cribbage, whist, backgammon. Aunt Persy's 
quaint ballads. Aunt Anne's newest brain puzzle 
in platitudes and crochet. Bodney Helyar, en« 
ticed from his corner, learned also to speak 
fluently, sitting at his ease and never losing his 
temper. 

Neither apathy nor indolence could withstand 



STTNSHnra: in towxb stbeet. 171 

Hie charm of so simple a faith in the hig 
fellow's mental as well as physical strength. To 
GaroFs bright eyes Bodney the giant seemed 
altogether manly and admirable. Twice the size 
ci Tartar Tim, and yet plodding bravely on at 
the nncongenial work he was so much too good f<H: 
because he loved his mother. An instinctive sym* 
pathy attracted the two disgraced ones, wrong- 
doers both, unfortunate but not always unhappy ;, 
though often enough poor Carol wetted her pillow 
with tears, watching from her lofty window late 
into the night when she had exhausted the fount 
of her impetuous grief. At Broad Easton pro- 
bably Eunice, flushed with hope and joy, slept 
sweetly, content to lose her twin sister, the 
troublesome, freakish Undine, whom nobody 
missed, nobody wanted. In the Primrose Combe 
the nightingale would be singing, lighted by a 
thousand clear stars. How pitiful to think of 
wretches like the cobbler in the street below her, 
toiling sunless and loveless through such a length 
of years. 

She always signalled him a good-morning soon 
Hf ter sunrise, at the first sound of his indefatigw 
able tap, tap. 

" She'll not get the thing she hungers for here 
away any more than myself," thought misan- 
thropic Davy. ^^A country maiden by the red 
cheeks of her. T'other one was luckier ; a car- 
ziage an' horses druv her to Paradise. Old 
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Meschecli said 'twas so, an' where the white-faced 
young lady's heart was. I give no heed to his 
stories ; he mostly picks up the wrong end of 
things. There ain't no Paradises nor no home 
where them as isn't dray horses could take their 
^ase, an' see all the world miserable. Some poor 
wretches knows it, an' some don't, which is about 
the most of the difference. Miss up above there 
is over wise for such a pretty child. God save an' 
delude her." 

Davy's wish — ^he would have scorned to call it a 
prayer —seemed likely to be heard. 

As week after week passed smoothly on, Carol 
grew calmer, more and more content. 

" 'Twas decreed, my dear," said Aunt Persis, 
briefly solving a host of dif&culties. " Tou could 
not help yourself, Plutus Adonis being predestined, 
and no lawful lover of yours, Caroline. I have 
told Anne so again and again. Something has 
always assured me I shall enjoy my revenge seTen*- 
fold when your father bites the dust. Not such, a 

* 

miracle that as you fancy, my love. Tour sister 
well married after a decent time, longer or shorter, 
-child. What is a handful of years at your agesP 
Eunice provided for, wedded to the right man ; 
we will say no more ; the end with me will not be 
far distant. Ten years older than my brother ; 
Bure to be called first ; then you will see who waa 
in the right, who was the obstinate sinner. Take 
lieart^ Caroline Stanisbrough; that is your name 



SUNSHINE IN TOWEB BTBEET. 173 

in my house. I can see joa are not so merry as 
yon make believe, my dear. Wait a bit. Yonr 
reward and mine will come together ; we shall reap 
as we have sown/' 

The prophecy did not encourage Aont Persy's 
clearer minded listener. We do evil that good 
may come, and pay the penalty in distrust; self- 
respect and a quiet conscience lost. 

September brought changes, a house full of 
guests returning with Godwin Helyar and his 
mother to Paradyse Manor. Shooting, luncheon, 
and dinner parties enlivened the usually dull 
neighbourhood. Whenever Eunice chanced to 
receive an invitation her father took care that she 
should accept it. There could be no reason for 
refusal, since Mrs. Helyar had early paid a visit 
to her invalid friend at the Great House, candidly 
owning that it would be wiser for both families to 
ignore the past unpleasant disappointment, and 
by joining forces present a smooth face to the 
spiteful or curious neighbour world. 

^^I am not satisfied with my son's explana- 
tions," said his mother. " How, I confess I do 
not know, but this unfortunate misunderstanding 
will, I trust, end happily for us all. If a mistake 
has been made, let us mothers do our best to right 
it, I look upon dear Eunice as one of my daugh- 
ters ; there will always be a seat for her beside 
Clare and Sophy. You may send, and trust her 
to me." 
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Yet Euniee met Qod-win with embarraBsmenty 
vexed, and conscious tliat things ootdd not be the 
same between them; that he was no longer a 
brother, scarcely even to be counted a friend. The 
man who doubted her sister must doubt herself. 
Carol had been foolish, wayward, impulsive^ 
always ; yet in spite of her faults Godwin had 
loved her, chosen the warm-hearted child for hia 
wife, believing in the goodness of her heart. 

" When I lose faith, I, who have only known 
my sister a few months, he may do so," thou^t 
Eunice. ^^ The longer I live, the truer I find Auni 
Persy's exp^ence, * Respect is better than what 
folks call love, for wear and tear and daily uaes.' 
Tes, and an open enemy is preferable to a half- 
and-half friend. Would somebody who thought 
ill of me, ill enough to refuse my love unasked — 
would Bodney have taken back his heart and f aitili 
once given, and left me in my worst extremity, 
though I had been ever so naughty ? I am sure he 
would not." 

She had no right to be sure ; she was very in- 
consistent, a woman with a woman's weakness and 
the heart of an honest girl who cannot help being* 
true, not to her prejudices, but to something 
within her, higher, more noble. If not loving, 
Eunice would still be just, and she could not 
forget. 

One day her father, after shooting with Godwin 
Helyar, brought him back to dinner; and this first 
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Tisit paid, the old familiar intimaey became in a 
few weeks a matter of conrse. 

The Oreat House had still on attraction, a charm 
not ta be found in the society of Clare and Sophy, 
with the firigid addition of Aarelia lisle. 

People forgot to wonder at last, falling back on 
the convenient assumption that Mr. Helyar knew 
his own business ; any way, the two Squires were 
perfectly matched ; force against finesse, and 
Tictory to the most persistent. 

Life with Godwin's sailor cousin had meantime 
come to a sudden standstill. The death of his 
mother, after a shorfc illness, set Bodney Helyar 
free to lose himself, forget and be forgotten, a 
wanderer in the deserts, as once he had been sorely 
tempted, seeing the forest of masts and another 
very diflBerent wood, another awful sight, whilst 
lying fever or conscience stricken at the Liverpool 
Hotel. 

Now he was free — now nobody wanted him ; he 
felt as dazed, as irresolute, as a dungeon prisoner 
long chained and then unexpectedly brought out 
into the blinding sunshine, his fetters struck off, 
himself bid to flee, to escape — ^whither ? 

His occupation gone — with his mother — of no 
use in the world. He dared not look forward to a 
ship. 

'* Will you hold your tongue, sir," cried Mrs. 
Stanisbrough. ^'Some men have the gift of 
silence when it would have been wisdom to speak^ 
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and of grumbling wlien they ought to be silent. 
Am I nobody P It is the first time I was ever told 
so. I want you. News of Gabriel Cripps there is 
none, and a household of defenceless women will 
giye an active fellow like yourself plenty to do. 
I forbid you to quit Caristowe. Wait till the 
spring.'* 



CHAPTER XIV. 

CONFUSION WORSE CONFOUNDED. 



i( 



You speak like an angel, Hetty, my wife ; 'tis a 
pity your husband can't afford to be squeamish. 
Such a man as Godwin Helyar must not be let slip 
out of the family. ' If one won't another will; * 
Providence did not give us two girls at a birth for 
nothing. Leave the matter to me, sweetheart. I 
weary for my Sunball ; we shall get her back on 
her own terms. Be easy, wife, be easy. Eunice 
takes the golden apple, catches the prize Carol 
chose to throw away — ^where is the harm? " 

"Dear Christy, I am neither so wise nor so 
strong as yon are. I love both the girls ; such a 
change of place and affection distresses me. And 
what will the world say? " 

" Just what it chooses," Mrs. Boulting's husband 
told her. " Never you mind, Hester, we are men 
enough, Helyar and I, to stand the cackle of all 
the geese in the county. He stands on his pledged 
word, his honour; I, on my moral rights. How 
are the school bills to be paid for those fine 
plagues, birched by this time into better manners. 
Each year doubles my expenses and embarrass- 
ments. Let the world talk, out of envy and spite ; 
the Lisles would snap up our lucky friend to- 

VOL. 11. N 
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morrow. Sir Jolin is only one degree less needy 
than myself. I repeat, I stand on my rights. 
Everybody knows how old Giles Helyar's will ran. 
All his property left to me ; a good slice for my 
lifetime, the rest in trust until my daughter should 
marry, with my consent, an honourable man, 
bound to take the name of Helyar. Carol or 
Eunice — Eunice or Carol — ^tut ! * exchange is no 
robbery, my dear.' ** 

Mrs. Boulting sighed ; the logic was unanswer- 
able. In time, perhaps, her own unreasonable dis- 
Kke would vanish. 

*' Time you shall have," she was assured ; " son- 
in-law Godwin flutters about our house like a 
moth round the candle. We will just leave this 
strange pair of love birds alone, wifey. A trifle of 
sulking-looks instead of speech, is not a bad sign 
at first. Let 'em be, Hester; hear all and say 
nothing. Next May-day, please the gods, well 
find a ring and get the knot tied ; outsiders none 
the wiser till bride and bridegroom are out of 
hearing. I crowed too soon, not guessing my Sun* 
ball was the sort of girl to take a fit of the megrims 
and turn against her father. 'Twas all that young 
Hopkins and his nuggets ; I cannot but think so. 
I believe Godwin has an inkling of the mischief* 
If Eunice can make him amends I shall give ^em 
my blessing — all round, all round, Hetty." 

So the winter came on apace, promising to be 
rainy rather than severe ; a bad prospect for the 
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&rmers after the wet sammer. In the turf moors 
the waters rose fast ; bj Christmas that vast tract 
of brown land would be changed into a muddj sea^ 
dotted over with green islands and half-submerged 
cottages^ and straggling lines of leafless withj 
trees. But however gloomy the weather, Godwin 
Heljar's horse found his way to the comfortable 
Great House stables, though the animal was often 
left to his own instinctive discretion, his rider or 
driver being deep in moody thought. 

Arrived and seated in the snuggest chair, the 
pleasantest drawing-iloom nook, Godwin found but 
little to say ; yet his companion's expectant face 
and ready attention might well have encouraged 
instead of embarrassing him. He dared not speak 
what was in his heart — some day, perhaps— in 
some propitious moment; meantime he filled 
Eunice's hands with lovely flowers— a gift, of all 
others, sweetest to her, and from him most ac- 
ceptable. 

She., well used to waiting, checked her im- 
patience: that he was there, looking at her, 
holding her skein of silk or wool whilst she dis- 
entangled the brilliant threads, was enough for 
present satisfaction. That which Carol's dis- 
appointed lover had to ask could not be asked 
lightly. 

Her own answer, prompt, short, and decisive, 
would, she fondly hoped, clear away all doubt and 
make everybody happy. It was for him to break 
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the ice of reserve, and take the initiative. Surely: 
he was man enough to dare as much ; now and 
then her heart misgave her. 

''An open enemy is better than a 'faithless' 
friend.'' Such was her sacred conviction whenever 
in fancy she followed her sister to Tower Street, 
and once more sat in the winter parlour, or schooled 
an awkwardly honest pupil, whilst old Meschech 
hobbled among the tombs listening discontentedly 
to — "Much Ado About Nothing." 

Very depressing visions these. Eunice could 
neither understand herself nor her sister. Godwin 
Helyar must speak and enlighten the darkness. 
Surely at last love would be too strong for pride. 
Other people were of the same opinion. 

"You are not thinking of giving West more 
wages," said Mrs. Helyar to her son; "the man is 
lazy, and, to me, scarcely civil. I will engage to 
find you a better gardener, Godwin." 

" Thanks, mother ; I do not mean to part with 
this one. So long as West gives me what I want 
he may count on getting his own price. Boses, 
lilies, carnations, heliotropes — ^and this the first 
week in December. For violets — Eunice loves 
them aU the year round. West understands the 
forcing frames and conservatories; he is a 
treasure, and never faUs us." 

A pause — Mrs. Helyar perhaps pondering the 
word " us " — and the complaint of her cook as to a 
sad scarcity of vegetables in the servants' haU, re- 
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suiting from the fact that West knew how to " take 
care of himself/' 

Wheels on the gravel emboldened her. A very 
pretty wicker basket overflowing with moss and 
patches of bright colour, was being put carefully 
into the dogcart by the gardener. 

Her son rose. 

"Anything more, mother P'* he asked cheeiv 
fully, "Any commands for Mrs. Boulting — for 
Eunice P '' 

" Then your decision is made, my dear Godwin. 
You will rectify a blunder and brave public 
criticism. I shaU say nothing ; the matter is too 
serious, too delicate. Only this time, pray — ^for- 
give me — make sure of yourself and of your 
bride.*' 

" Mother ! " he cried, opening his eyes wide for 
an instant, and then concealing as quickly the 
annoyance her indiscreet candour caused him — ^f or 
who likes to be roughly shaken just as he is falling 
into a sweet sleep. " What nonsense is this ? 
Has Mrs. Hopkins paid you another tattling 
visit? That horse is more impatient than his 
master. I must take the spirit out of him. Have 
you any objection P I am off.'* 

" Oh, if you are not sure — ^if you still— objection 
— I ? *' — stammered the poor mother. " Godwin ! 
Godwin! you are acting very wrongly — ^raising 
false hopes — ^making a scandal. Already people 
have begun to '* — 
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'' Mrs. Hopkins has married me to the best of' 
girls and sisters — in imagination/^ laughed Godwin 
xtnpleasantlj. ^^ I am greatly obliged to her. Such 
A retom of good for evil on her part after all that 
has happened is incredible. You are miBtaken, 
mother.'* 

" Mrs. Hopkins wrote to Eunice's aunt yester- 
-day/' confessed the mother, piqued by her son's 
tone and temper into saying more than she had 
intended. ^^ It was a dreadful disappointment to 
everybody in Tower Street, your engagement — ^to 
everybody, Godwin. Announced last Christmas as 
you well know, and not before ; to please yOu and 
-'^the girl. That visit with the Carr's to Bim- 
beach — Carol Boulting in London ^ as was sup- 
posed, and Aurelia Lisle. Never mind, Mrs. 
Stani^rough knew of it, and went to meet you» 
The mistake she made was natural; you went 
pretty often to Lisle Court, and young Hopkins — 
I will say no more. His mother was forbidden to 
write in such terms, that she did not do it, until 
the whimsical old woman herself re^(^>ened the 
^correspondence. All this is trivial and common- 
place enough ; still I am glad to know it. The 
country world must be fought with its own 
weapons. All eyes are upon you, Godwin; all 
tongues are ready. Be decided, it is your only 
course. In society fearless self-assurance wins * 
many a questionable battle. The man who is 
afraid to choose his own wife-— my dear son, hear 
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me. Our neighbour, the Squire, profited by your 
generosity. Providence befriends you, and things 
might be so quietly managed. Eunice once more 
in her old home, a Stanisbrough rather than a 
Boulting, you would be welcome in Tower Street. 
All depends on yourself .'* 

Godwin allowed his mother to say all that was in 
her mind without interruption. He must have 
heard — ^would he give heed to the prudent counsel 
80 freely bestowed on him 9 

In spite of pawings and scrapings on the gravel, 
he sat for quite five minutes, still in an attitude of 
downcast attention, toying with his moustache. 
Then abruptly quitting the room without the 
courtesy of a *'good morning,'' he drove at a 
furious pace through the grounds and along the 
Broad Easton road, leaving his mother in doubt 
and no little anxiety. 

A few hours justified her prudence, and con- 
vinced her that she had at least awakened the 
sleepy son to some sort of action, perhaps even 
brought about a crisis. 

Instead of dining as usual at the Great House,. 
Godwin returned early, and the next day left home- 
for a fortnight, accepting a long-standing invita* 
tion from an Edinburgh friend. 

" You will contrive to do without me, mother, 
and West will pack the flowers and fruit as 
usual," he said. " Mrs. Boulting must have her 
grapes, happen what may. See to the matter for 
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me. Tour council of crows will easily' decide, 
thoagh I am well content to waver. Thank 
heaven, I shall escape the conference ! '^ 

His eyes, wilfully blinded, had been too quickly 
opened;; he needed time for consideration, being a 
man of equable temperament, and not inclined to 
undervalue himself, though willing to forgive 
mjury. His pride, inconveniently in arms, would 
not allow him to humble himsfelf by asking a ques- 
tion which, if favourably answered, must commit 
him to a painful reparation, a difficult resolution. 
Even Godwin Helyar held that he who cortinaes 
in the wrong knowingly and deliberately is only 
half a man; an abject creature who carries about 
his concealed scourge and uses it in private, 
always to his own rebellious disgust ; the defacing 
of soul and body. One such whip was quite 
enough— a little lash, but a little one, hardly felt 
had Carol Boulting become his wife, and Giles 
Helyar's will and wish been thus complied with. 

Yes, he must ask Eunice plainly on his return, 
that one thing it concerned him to know, and look- 
ing in her truthful eyes, abide by her answer. 
And meanwhile Eunice deserted, found herself 
** tempest tossed," and likely to get the worst of 
the storm, as naturally happens to the weakest, 
however undeserving. 

Godwin's hasty visit, his constrained manner, 
his long absence, distressed her with alternate 
liope and fear. She blamed her own reserve, call- 
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Aug her shy silence cowardice, when to speak in- 
jurious truth was no longer possible, because she 
had played with her opportunity. 

But suppose this lukewarm lover, she could 
never again call him Prince Perfect — suppose — 
what if Godwin had gone straight to Caristowe, 
so sparing her all further doubt and difficulty. Her 
heart beat fast ; uncertainty, hope and fear, threw 
her into a fever of restlessness, and paled her never 
very rosy cheeks. Yet her own duty was clear 
-enough. Aunt Anne's " other things '^ must content 
her ; somebody would have to take up the family 
burden, nurse the mother, sweeten the father's 
temper, civilize Carol's " dear boys.^' " I am just 
beginning to find myself out," sighed Eunice, 
shrinking from the unlovely cross. *'I gloried 
over that unhappy Lieutenant, a fellow sinner and 
sufferer, to his face. I insulted him with my 
superiority. Now, if ever I have the chance, 
which is not likely, I shall be driven to beg his 
pardon. Oh, my poor pride ! Down the valley of 
humiliation this conscience of mine will drag me. 
I see no end to the tumbling and bruising, and I 
ache all over. Broad Easton is disenchanting 
me." 

She had some reason for evil foreboding, and 

sadly needed a counsellor. Tim was in danger ; 

-she feared so, though quite inexperienced, and 

•even more innocent as to the snares which beset 

young men than her boy-loving sister. Godwia 
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Heljar liad said one day that Tim's musical giftsr 
led him into equivocal company; and Tim's fsLtlier, 
acting on the hint, treated the delinquent to severe 
reprimand, and a weekly espial most mortifying 
And intolerable. Going to her brother's room 
after the family curfew had rung, Eunice rapped 
and called softly in vain. Her message was un- 
importanty and should have been delivered earlier ; 
the door seemed to be locked, but the fastenings 
were old ; with a little force she opened it. Tim's 
bed was empty, he had taken the key of his room 
and sGpped away — where and for what purpose F' 
Ought she to tell the father ? Not yet — even Carol 
had taken moonlight walks in the Primrose Combe 
for fun and fresh air. Certainly not in the winter, 
with the turf moors under water, and a gang of 
bad characters disturbing the peaceable village. 
The truant appeared at breakfast the next morn- 
ing, just as usual, and went off to the office in St. 
Cuthbert's, it being Monday, before Eunice had 
poured out the father's second cup of tea. For a 
week Tim had escaped her. 

Then the post came, bringing a letter from Carol, 
and Tim's well or ill doing became of small im- 
portance ; his sister's own folly had found her out* 
'* Physician, heal thyself." Oh ! if it might be t 
At all events she was. bound to try. The truth — 
the truth — she had made one or two steps since- 
leaving Madame Bubelle. She must have the besW 
.the highest — ^which is the true goldf Is her 
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hearti'B desire nothing better than tinsel P A 
miserable suspicion hannts her ; at least the fight 
must be foaght, and life began all over again in 
painful earnest, perhaps ; at present, everything 
leems false and unjnst ; opposed to her desires, 
her convictions. Carol wrote much about ^^ Aunt 
Anne's Bodney,'' Miss Stanisbrough having laid 
moi^erly claim to the Mendless ex-sailor, aft^r 
his mother's death. 

'^ The most unselfish fellow in the world, so- 
strong, and brave, and gentle. You never found 
it out, dear Eunice, which might puzzle me, had I 
not made another discovery, that jour heart was 
already occupied. Bodney is a little bitter, being 
like myself far from faultless. It was not Donald 
you know, who promised, ^An ye sail walk in 
«ilk attire.' 

^^ Donald could give neither silk nor sUver, only 
himself, poor fellow, enough for a rustic, but not 
for a Duchess. You were made for your honours, 
Eunice. I think I shall be happy when I see you 
wearing them. And I quarrelled with Bodney, 
cat him entirely for a day and half; he declined 
to believe in your happiness — ^your enviable des- 
tiny, as Aunt Percy chirps morning and evening. 
The dear fatalist has a cap with yellow ribbons, 
and is as lively as a canary bird. She has won me 
over also to her opinion. I believe in Fate, my 
father's humiliation^ recompense, and reformation, 
all to be brought about by you — ^the or- 
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dained dove of peace — myself allowed to pick up 
the shreds of the olive branch. 

" Therefore I lost my temper when Itodney 
growled * Queen in Vanity Fair, buying and selling 
with the rest of the tinselled, heartless crowd. She 
will be miserable, your Duchess Eunice, and I 
cannot wish it otherwise. She had a heart once ; 
she may blame herself, right is right, and honesty 
sleeps soundly on bare boards, a stone for a 
pillow. Tour sister knows my mind ; it is not 
changed — I shall hold my tongue.' 

" There, I have copied all his ill-natured speech, 
he gave me permission to do so very willingly, and 
perhaps you will understand it — I do not. It 
sours him to think that he is of no use to anv- 
body for all his bigness, and at this very moment 
he has given up his scheme of becoming a Bedouin 
in the Arabian desert, dyeing his hair and skin 
-of course — ^he has put it ofP till the spring, just to 
set Aunt Percy's mind at rest. Chatters has been 
frightening us all with dreadful stories of her dead 
liusband, Fussy Cat, who is not dead, she says, 
but alive and well, and plotting to rob and murder 
the whole family. Nobody believed her till all 
her savings disappeared, and some money of my 
aunt's beside. So Rodney is to turn thief-catcher 
— ^which he holds to be a detestable profession. A 
detective officer in plain clothes accompanies him^ 
and the two will search the county. We hear the 
villain is somewhere about Broad Easton, on the toxf 
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moors, liis old haunt. Yon may have a snrprise* 
" All at once, changing her subject, Carol wrote in 
a trembling hand, concluding thus her letter — 
^'Aunt Persy assures me I shall be welcome 
home before the spring. Deax Eunice, if you-, 
knew how I long to kiss my poor mistaken father, 
to take my place in his heart again, you would 
not mind other people's scruples. You alone can 
make Godwin Helyar happy, you alone can satisfy 
everybody. You can do it, and you will, with all 
the heart God has given you. I am content with 
my father — my home. Waiting is misery. Let 
me come back ! " 

For all her life Eunice will remember the 
salutary bitterness of that miserable, repentant 
hour, when she sat unmolested in her fireless 
room, Carol's letter widespread on her lap, her 
heart smarting with indignation and remorse. 

She, then, was the unconscious cause of her 
sister's folly and falseness. Eunice's pride, 
Eunice's ambition, had poisoned even Carol's 
loving heart. They could believe this shameful 
treachery, this unnatural selfishness of her. 

Paradyse was beautiful, and its owner had 
been her friend, her first helper, her dream lover 
— she would not shrink from the painful truth — 
until — 

"Oh, Carol! Carol I" she sobbed in anguish, 
*^when I knew that he was yours I was glad; I 
would not have taken him from you. God is my 
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witness. What have I done that all whom I 
love should think so meanly of me. TSven 
Bodney, my enemy^ believes that I had a heart 
once, if I have none now. Why do I suffeor so 
oruelly ? ** 



CHAPTER XV. 

LOTS IN DEATH. 

It was not in Eunice Bonlting's nature to sit and 
if^eep, or ask idle questions without doing her 
best to find some sort of answer; a remedy which 
the very acnteness of her pain might make bear- 
able. Cost what it would, Carol must be undo- 
<5eived, Grodwin Helyar appealed to, entreated, 
sofkened. And, if it were given to her, the alien 
daughter, Aunt Persy's child, to melt her father's 
heart, bring back his Sunball, and make every* 
body happy, thus righting all wrongs, what an 
atonement for the past years of vaaity and pride. 

She thought she could endure her own lot, and, 
by aid of Aunt Anne's manifold '* other things," 
live and die a " nobody/' Her mother's nurse, 
her father's *^ makeshift," in the village *'our 
young lady." 

Another burst of tears over the forlorn pros- 
pect, and she dried her eyes, standing at the 
window of her room, half hoping to see Godwin 
Helyar's dog-cart being driven rapidly along the 
still passable moorland roads. Below that level 
highway a suUen inland sea broke into muddy 
waves, beating brown and sluggish against the 
whitewashed clay hovels. 

It was all very desolate, like her own deserved 
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fate. What had become of Aunt Persy's assured 
prophecies? Disappointment seemed none the 
easier to bear with a fellow-sufferer. Two grey 
lives instead of one, and the adopted mother's 
shrill voice quavering with soft reproaches. 

" Child, you have failed me ; a blunderer like- 
myself, condemned to swell the ranks of the un- 
successful." 

"Vanity of vanities/' Godwin Helyar, like all 
the rest, "found wanting," *' fallen from his high 
estate." That he had been sinned against, Eunice 

■ 

felt with hot cheeks ; but love, that boasted true 
love, should never have harboured the dishonour- 
ing accusation ever on this once ardent lover's 
tongue. 

" My bride ran away from me because her heari 
belonged to another man. She knew it, and yet 
gave me her plighted troth, deluding me to believe 
a lie. With the clear eyes of an innocent child, 
she is falser, more treacherous, than many a 
world taught woman." 

Never had he dared to speak the injurious 
charge, and provoke the twin sister's indignant 
denial, her lasting scorn and contempt. But 
Eunice knew that the suspicion rankled within 
him, and said now, not without satisfaction — 

" Carol also will have something to forgive." 

Tired of the prospect before her, she turned 
from it to read her sister's letter a second time, 
with clearer insight and increased dismay. 
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Godwin's love for Eanice, rather than Eunice's 
love for Godwin, had driven Carol to this mistaken 
self-sacrifice. Godwin mnst have the wife of his 
choice, the lady worthy to reign queen and 
princess at beautiful Paradyse. And this lady 
would do her duty, be kind to her husband — kind 
and very true — giring him as much heart as 
nature had given her. Does nature give us our 
hard or soft hearts ? Are we not God's creatures, 
variously and marvellously fashioned, and who so 
well as our Creator can interpret His own handi- 
work, or remember that we are but dust ? 
There was comfort in the happy thought. 
Eunice tore Carol's letter into fragments, and 
took her swift resolution. 

*' Godwin must go to Caristowe, see my sister, 
and insist on a full explanation. If then he can- 
not forgive — ^but he will ; with him my lips are 
sealed, and he only can convince the mistaken 
child. Caro is a child ; yes, and mistaken." 

But though she assured herself of that fact 
again and again, repeating the words, her mind 
misgave her. Words and looks of her father, Mr. 
Helyar's smiles and flatteries, it was Eunice's turn 
now to be tormented with suspicions. 

Misunderstood or not she would get Godwin's 
promise ; for her sake he should do this thing or 
never more touch her hand in brotherly friend- 
ship. A real enemy, her sister's and her own ; 

VOL. II. o 
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for the first time faer malice would be serious ^--and 
her father? He could but turn her out of his 
heart and home, as he had turned out; Carol. 
Ihinice's cause was good, she defied opposition. 

Within the week her courage, put to the test, 
plunged her into such an ambush of dangers and 
difficulty, that she was forced to let the &aj 
alone, standing herself disabled, defenceless, 
propped against the rock of her own pure inten- 
tion. Strife and struggle, injury, offence — do* 
feat, death, cruellest misapprehension. 

Her simple convincing entreaty long ago plainly 
spoken might perhaps have prevailed. Had 
Godwin Helyar gone at Eunice^s bidding then, to 
Tower Street, Carol's cup of bitterness need 
not have been drained to the last dregs. Love in 
life-— love in death — when the first has been for- 
feited, the unhappy sinner is apt to say with hot, 
ungrateful haste and passionate anger of re- 
l)ellion— 

"A living dog is better than a dead lion.*' 

But the sisterly appeal was left for a more 
** convenient season,'* though Eunice, coming 
downstairs on the Saturday to dinner, found 
Godwin in his own especial place at the table, un- 
easy and restive, enduring her father's too demon* 
strative welcome. 

Had he been making sly purchases and returned 
not before he was wanted, with a pretty excuse in 
Ms pocket — this son-in-law elect P 
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HtiRy the soap and siploin, Judy/'' cried' the 
Squire boisterously, ^Hhe soooar I am out of." 
everyone's way the better. These young folhfti 
want no help to settle their bit of business. Mine/ 
is a tougher job. I can ttack a rascal and trap* 
him yet, thanks to my fists and mother'a wit*. 
Constable Duffer smells his rat, and rouses ther 
•country side with hue and cry to chase the nimble^ 
little beast. That is not how I deal with vermin. 
This time I've limed the twigs and set the snare 
myself. The wild ducks have been seen on the^ 
moors ; not in my decoy ponds, you can guess 
why, Helyar. Old Badmin is a decently dressed 
rogue, and does the devil's work in our village so> 
cleverly, it takes two honest men to lay hold of 
Hm in the act and deed of villany. Card sharper, 
poacher, retailer of rum and gin without a licence^ j 
many a sober man's sober son has he ruined and 
sent across seas,' having picked his bones and used 
him for a cat's paw. AU last winter his small 
farm, Beggar's Bush, was a rendezvous for the 
scum of the parish, to-night is this, year's inau- 
guration ; a first and last carousal. 'Tis a pity 
you can't go with me, Helyar. Very poor fun 
though ; only your noble quarry turns and fights 
with tooth or claw. I fancy my grip is a« safe 
as our constable's steel handcuff. Patent leathers, 
aitrose in your coat, and missy's big eyes shining 
across the table I Take care of her, Godwin. I 
leave you in charge, once a son^ always a son, eh 9 " 
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GrufiF voices in the haU cut short the Squire's 
little desired jokes, and spoiled his dessert. 
Eunice, whose silent attention had been given to 
Godwin, rose at her father's bidding ; fetching 
his great coat and woollen muffllers, she buttoned 
and wrapped with an absorbed face, her thoughts 
in the dining-room, her purpose of instant speech 
all engrossing. 

The Squire bustled off to his waiting followers, 
but stopped on the doorstep, turning about his 
carefully swaddled figure and whistling shrilly— 

"Unbuckle me — ^unbuckle me, miss,** he said 
merrily. "Give your man fair play, but no 
quarter. Hold him fast, Eunice, as I shall, now 
that Fve the use of my limbs. There must be no 
more fencing —hot and cold — yes and no. Tour 
irbn is red, I saw as much — ^think of your poor 
father and strike it, girl. God bless you for a 
good child, and Sunball for a better — when — if — 
but you'll not let such a husband slip, nor such a 
Paradyse. One of the twain — if not Carol, Eunice. 
Tou understand, eh P " 

His round face puckered with frowns, severe and 
yet roughly tender, excused the worldly wisdom of 
his parting exhortation, at least for the moment. 
Besides, Euuice was already pledged to bring 
about his heart's desire. 

bhe smiled and nodded, not trusting herself to 
speak, and indeed the men on the gravel below 
were waxing impatient. With the last loosened 
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button she impulsively drew her father's curly head 
down, and for the first time unasked, dared tokisa 
his grizzled loc^s^ his broad low forehead. Then, 
rejoicing in the smart of his not very smooth- 
shaven lips, pressed heartily more than once on her 
own, she went to the drawing-room, impatiently 
awaiting Godwin Helyar's appearance. He had 
never been used to sit alone over his wine until 
summoned to tea ; yet this evening of all others 
it pleased him to refill his glass and look at rather 
than sip, the fine old port, too mellow perhaps and 
heavy to fire a fiagging resolution. 

He also had something decisive to say — ^that one 
question to ask, which, answered, must commit hini 
to serious action of some sort. And action, free, 
voluntary, probably unpleasant action, was dis- 
tasteful to him. Only the strong spur of necessity 
would ever master Godwin Helyar's natural love 
of ease and indolence. 

In the gardens of that enchanted castle which 
B, poet has described for our warning, Godwin, let 
alone, would have chosen to spend his tranquil 
life ; all ills and effort, all disagreeables banished 
— undreamed of. 

With Carol by his side this might yet be his 
lot ; in his soul he longed for the happy, careless 
child who would, he thought, have been content 
to bask in the sunshine with him ; her only en- 
deavour the brightening of dull days, the increased 
happiness of her lover and husband, an altogether 
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admirable man and in his wife's eyes perfect. 
llaaiee'43 friendsliip had in its results vexed him 
mere inoonyeniently than her sister's teasing^ 
pranks. Folly might be langhed at^-^arnestness 
plods gravely on, or, with the bit between its teeth, 
rashes over the course, who can say whither. One 
goal reached^ another farther, :more ai:duous, comes 
into sight. 

Wisdom, the wisdom of experience, trebles the 
evil and the energy. Eunice would always find 
some prize worth striving after ; some man or 
woman to make better, to disturb and set work- 
ing, along with herself. An ideal of perfection, 
though in itself imperfect, excludes rest, mental 
slumber, on this side of the grave. A Paradyse 
palace has been given in vain. 

Could the one sister ever fill the other's place f 
No. And yet his mother's words disturbed him. 
Best and peace he must have. Carors love and 
faith given to this wretched Mumbo made it easy 
and also wise that he, Godwin Helyar, should 
listen to reason rather than passion, and please 
his ttaste rather than his heart. Carol false to 
him, even innocently false ; he thought he could 
decide, knowing the truth beyond doubt. He had 
accidentally discovered who 'was Mrs. Hopkins's 
travelling companion to Caristowe. One mistake 
suggested another. The inquiry, so insulting to 
Sttnioe'8:£aith and purity that Godwin had hated 
ifo make it, was this***-'' Whom did joxir sister meet 
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in the Primrose Combe the night before that un- 
lucky wedding day P " 

It was not at all easier to say those offensive 
words now to so staunch and trae a champion, 
Jierself innocent and, he must believe, ignorant. 
Yet Eunice's denial, Eunice's explanation, could 
alone, after all his wrongs, break down his pride 
and send him to the faithless bride who had 
steadily refused to see him, allowing, in answer 
to all his upbraidings, that he was right, and a 
marriage between them abhorrent, impossible. 

Bounce and Bully, caught in one of the out- 
lying Paradyse coppices, had justified their tres- 
pass by Carol's example, telling Mr. Helyar — 
'* "Twas only a polecat we thought to catch, and if 
{this hare would be such a stupid— Ask Sunball, 
Mr. Helyar, when she's well enough, where she 
was the night before — ^you know. That's how 
she came by her fever cold ; ten o'clock it might 
be — we think nothing of it, none of us, except 
'Eunice. The dark is the only time for a bit of 
fun. Ask Sunball. Lies ! It's just as true as. 
that this nice young leveret ought to be a beastly 
weasel and isn't. If we didn't see the sister we 
heard her ; something she wouldn't do, 'cause she 
was mother's daughter. I guess she meant 
father's ; 'tis papa that deals in new birch rods. 
Let us off, Godwin— Mr. Helyar, sir, and well 
toake you a present of the cat, the pussy ; such a 
young one, look at her. Never set a trap again ? 
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. Of course not ; we are going to school, aint we, 
worse luck — ^we shan't get the chance/* 

The daring culprits went scot free, and their 
liberator carried a heavier load of conviction in 
silence, until Eunice's loyal eyes, reading half his 
secret, made him doubtful in spite of his cooler 
judgment ; tormenting his heart with remorse and 
inclining him to generous credulity. 

Eunice's welcome, more modest than the 
Squire's, was yet warm enough to embarrass 
him. He still hated the thought of giving her 
pain, and what if after all his worst interpretation 
were the true one? How intolerable the shame 
for her; how uncertain the increase of his own 
misery, bride and friend both lost to him. 

Judy came in search of him by-and-bye ; the 
tea was poured out and taken in uncomfortable 
silence. When it was over the housekeeping- 
cousin went to sit with Mrs. Boulting, audibly 
muttering, as deaf people are wont to do —"lam 
not wanted; the sooner these two find their 
tongues the better for us all." 

Before the door had well closed upon the fussy, 
unconscious, meddler, Eunice came to Godwin's 
side and began— 

*^ Tou were such a good friend to me once, I 
must believe that you care for me still, G-odwin. 
I am going to try you. For my sake " — 

The door again opening admitted Tryphosa, all 
tears and crumpled white apron. 



LOVE IN DEATH. 201 

" Oh Miss Nisie, Miss Nisie I '' sobbed the girl, 
^'my little sister, Buth, has been killed in a 
minnit ; the doctor sajs she can't live to see the 
morning. I'm to go immediate ; your mamma is 
willing. Brother Lake has the boat, an' wine an' 
sleeping physic. But it's not me the child 
wearies for; 'tis Miss Carol, her dearest dear 
young lady, to say her a Bible verse an' hold 
her hand awhile till the angels come. She'll win 
no rest without. Luke, he thinks you would, 
may be, do as weU, being Miss Carol's twin, an' 
a lovely reader aij' singer. 'Tis a big boat, miss, 
you needn't have no fear. The mistress said you 
was to ask Mr. Helyar, an' abide by his judgment; 
she is agreeable." 

" I shall abide by my own," said Eunice quickly. 
" Go forward, Phosa, I will be with you in two 
minutes. It is useless to try and prevent me, Mr. 
Helyar. You have no right ; and little Buth is 
dying." 

Her quiet determination, her mingled pride and 
tenderness, shut his lips. He did not approve, 
but frowned and let her pass. When she came 
into the garden, warmly shawled, he was there, 
very grave and a little sulky, in his dinner dress. 
Ton cannot object to my escort," he told her ; 

a dark night, the moors flooded, the heath people, 
savages. I know what your father would wish. If 
you go, I go with you." 

I shall be very glad," she answered simply. 
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'* But no woiider you look so forlorn and unwill- 
ing. Bun back, Phosa, for one of my father'^ 
-warmest overcoats and mufflers. Oh, never, mind 
the fit, in the boat I shall insist ; thank you, 
Godwin/' 

Her sisterly confidence mollified him, though 
it could not make the doubtful adventure pleasant 
or give him back his comfortable evening, with ibs 
quieting talk and expectations. 

What service had Eunice been about to ask of 
him? "For toy sake.'' Would compliance have 
(been in his power ? To pretend interest in this 
miserable heath child was difficult. Tryphosa's 
uncontrollable grief annoyed him. 

A quarter-of-an-hour's walking brought the four 
to the water's edge. Once in the big, flat-bottomed 
boat, Eunice, too excited for fear, watched the dip 
of Luke's oars and the gathering darkness as the 
last gleam of twilight faded, and star after star 
looked forth, to be again extinguished by drifting 
clouds. It was light enough for Tryphosa to use 
vher pole whenever the clumsy tub came near to 
grounding in the shallows, or bumped perilously 
against the sunken withy stumps. Such winter 
voyages, whether by night or day, had no terrors 
for those bom on the turf moors. In broken 
£aJ9hion, for rowing was hard work, the boy Luke 
jerked out his story. 

Buth had been helping to remove a stac^ of dry 
peats into safety, when suddenly the walls of the- 
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Mtten shed had given waj^ burying her and 
&tally injuring her spine. She suffered no pam 
310W, and only cried ont for her young lady, for a 
Snnday hymn, a Bible word, saying pitifully that 
'^^ she was feared to die alone in the dark, in the 
water, with father dumb and bed-ridden from 
jMuralysis, and mother for ever weeping and groan- 
ing, not able to read a letter, nor speak a word oT 
God or the ' BEappy Land' where there shall be 
no more sorrow, no more sea/' 

"Parson he's from home,'* said Luke, "an* 
Miss Nisie, she's not used to get into folks's 
houses through their winders. 'Tis main easy 
done, miss; that's the cottage right ahead, an' 
(Ruth's big candle. Father gets but a rushlight." 

More. than one half -drowned hut could be dimly 
Been, dark and empty, or, if strongly-built, still 
inhabited by the poor creatures who had no oth^ 
irefiige, and preferred keeping guard in the upper 
^chambers over their little property, to safety and 
.•dry imprisonment in the workhouse. Here and 
there a green island or grove of willow tree tops, 
•loomed dark and indistinctly in the grey distance^ 
fencing in the brown and dirty sea. Long lines of 
-partly submerged osiers marked the course of the 
^ep dykes, and rustled eerily in the gusts of a 
chill wind. 

^Eunice, with her eyes fixed on Buth's • candle, 
forgot Godwin's presence, his restless disgust and 
discomfort — ^his loyalty, his friendship — ^it was iall 
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notliing. Eyen Carol's happiness seemed a trifle 
<— of no account face to face with death, with the 
nnseen world, into which voyaging thus the young 
girl felt herself dismally entering. This very 
morning Ruth, alive, loving, and beloved by her 
humble sweetheart, a boy in years, had been fight- 
ing her poor battle cheerfully. To morrow — ah, 
how soon may the hardest struggle be ended. How 
small and mean are the things we have striven for 
' — ^the good we could not let go. 

Awe-struck and so fearless, she placed her foot 
on the projecting stones let into the cottage wall, 
and with Tryphosa's help from above, passed 
through the window to the dying girPs bedside, 
whilst Godwin Helyar and Luke remained in the 
boat below, and the night came slowly on. 

It was a strange scene, that dim, raftered room, 
crammed with household treasures — ^tables and 
chairs, crockery, pans, kettles ; half-a-dozen fowls 
roosting on the cobweb-hung beams, ducks, pigeons 
and tame rabbits rustling amongst the straw in 
corner hutches ; the idiotic father's bed shared by 
two cats and a sheep dog puppy — Buth's pet. 
Buth herself, white and lovely as a lily, already 
**in the river," borne gently onwards by those 
ministering spirits, the unseen angels — ^the loved 
and lost gone before us, and at all times nearer 
than we know of. Surely yes, in life as in death, 
beside our path — God's messengers, guarding and 
guiding us. , 
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The lialf -dressed mother, a wild, terror-stricken 
figure, in one of her husband's tattered coats^ 
broke into noisy grief when Eunice, taking Ruth's 
cold hand, chafed it tenderly, repeating sacred 
words in a low, clear voice, distinctly heard by 
Godwin Helyar without — 

" Be not afraid "— 
" There the wioked oease from troubling, 
And the weary are at rest/' 

A singer herself, Suth opened her eyes as the 
plaintive notes of the hymn rose and fell ; the 
sweet smile on her lips spread over her face, mak- 
ing it most beautiful — Godwin instinctively bared 
his reverent head, interpreting the sudden breaks 
the dread silence . . • 

Very soon Eunice, helped by Tryphosa, took her 
place at his side, and the boat moved away. Buth 
needed no more companionship or comfort; 
Tryphosa, having seen her young lady safe on 
dry land, would return to the cottage for the 
night. With her yearning eyes on the grandly- 
clouded sky, and her whole soul steeped in solemn 
wonder, Eunice looked and listened. Luke had 
rested on his oars ; a splashing and gurgling of 
waters not very far ofP was followed by a man's 
loud shout — "Help! for God'si sake, help!" 
ending in a feebler, despairing cry, which ta 
Eunice's excited fancy seemed to call — *'Sunball 
—Carol." 



CHAPTER XVL 

MISSINa THE SQXriBB. 

"That was my father's voice," the startled girL 
said. " We must go to him— but where P Hark ! 
again ** — 

No — only the fretting and sighing of the withies, 
the lap of the surging flood against the boat, as 
a breeze from the salt sea, on a visit to Broad 
Easton, swept over the swamped moors. 

With what tidings ? Eunice urged Luke on- 
ward. North, south, east or west f The boat, 
well out in open water, drifted idly. From what 
quarter did the shout come ? In which direction 
should Luke bend his oars P 

" Westward/' said Eunice, " where the ground 
seems to be higher. I see islands of peat, a sort 
of causeway leading to firm land — ^but oh, make 
haste ! " 

" Straight ahead,'* ordered Godwin, better ac- 
quainted with the dangerous geography of the 
place. *' Amongst those turf bogs no man of 
your father's weight could find a fboting. They 
skirt Beggar's Bush ; there, yonder, is the farm 2 
more than one path leads from it to St. Cuth- 
bert's. None but fools or madmen would try the 
moors to-night, even with an experienced guide. 
A slip into these treacherous dykes, and the 
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strongest traveller fares the worst; his frantic, 
efforts do but engulf him the more surely. Ton. 
need not alarm yourself, Eunice. Constable Duffer 
is prudent ; we shall find your father victorious, 
■and v^ell protected. Beggar's Bush has capitu- 
lated, judging from the darkness and silence. If' 
the gambling farmer is at the bottom of a bog- 
hole, serve him right; there will not be many 
tears shed, especially by mothers and sisters. 
Half-an-hour ago there, could have been no 
danger.'* 

He wished to inspirit himself as well as his. 
companion. In the boat they were safe enough. 
Godwin did not believe that the Squire would risfc. 
his life on foot, after nightfall. The mere, 
supposition made him shiver, in spite of his 
voluminous -wraps, and the cheering sight of dry 
land* 

" Ha ! a light,'' he exclaimed presently. *' We 
had better ground the boat on a grass bank, and 
go a little to the left, where, in front of the house, 
we shall probably get firm footing. I shall leave 
you with Luke and his sister, Eunice. Beggar's 
Bush is no place for a woman, much less a lady* 
Good heavens, how strange ! What can be hap* 
pening ? Stay where yon are — stay where you are 
•—everybody." 

But Eunice, active and terrified, had already 
leaped on to the bank, and was pressing up it to-^ 
wards the house, guided by a fiery illumination all 
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at once taming the night to day, spreading far 
and near, to be reflected in the brown water and 
the sullen sky. 

From three broad casemented windows imper- 
' fectly blinded, the red light streamed forth, grow- 
ing ever brighter and brighter. 

Godwin, close behind his rash companion, tried 
to keep her back in yain, hampered as he was by 
his world-too-wide garments. Growling a malC" 
diction, he fell into the fearfally officious hands of 
Luke and Tryphosa, who timidly followed at his 
heels. 

So Eunice fled from him, through stacks of peat 
and a belt of dwarfed laurel shrubs, fencing the 
rough strip of lawn beneath the blazing windows. 

She could discover no door, and breathless, her 
eyes blinded with the glare, she pressed her face 
against the glass, at first seeing nothing clearly. 
Large relits in the calico allowed her to make out 
the wild disorder within. One after another each 
riotous detail became clearer. Bottles of gin and 
mugs of cider smashed, the half-eaten supper on 
the floor rather than the table, chairs, benches^ 
guns, garments, scattered about or broken. A 
jovial party disturbed, an unruly crew put to 
suddeu flight. Packs of cards in a pool of liquor, 
dice and money on a rough baize-covered loo 
table. The large low hall ablaze with light from 
end to end ; the wide, open hearth piled high with. 
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peats and green ash faggots^ crackling, roaring, 
exploding merrily. 

But where were the guests? Not a living 
ijreature for the moment could Eunice see. She 
shut her smarting eyes, unable to look steadily 
at the glowing furnace, and some dark object, 
shapeless, immovable, filling the ponderous oak 
chair in front of it. 

When Godwin Helyar, once more grasping her 
arm, endeavoured to drag her away, she was 
speechless, fascinated by the terrible sight which 
he, following the girPs fixed stare of horror, saw 
and shrank from in dismay. 

The agonised figure of a lad, firmly bound with 
ropes to his seat, his long legs dangling, his dark 
head turned from the fire, and thrown back. A 
white convulsed face, well known both to God- 
win and Eunice. Tartar Tim — but whether alive 
or dead . • . 

" Save him ! save him ! '' cried the sister, 
awakened from her paralysation by Godwin's 
strong grip. 

**Gome away,''he entreated; "save yourself j 
we have not a moment to lose. Tim is dead ; 
and, don't you see — don't you see — ^the ashen 
faggot, the gunpowder; run for your life." 

Gunpowder ! 

Luke and Tryphosa were off at the ominous 
word, not stopping to look behind until their boat 

VOL. II. P 
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was rooking on the water, themselves safely in 
it. 

Ennioe, desperate and only haJf comprehending, 
seized a brick nnfortnnatelj near at hand, dash* 
ing it with all her strength against the shut case- 
ment. Smash went the glass, the air rushed in, 
the blind fell, a fresh shower of red hot sparkles 
flew forth ; with a loud snap band after band 
burst, faggot after faggot ignited. 

Dismayed, Godwin stepped back a few paces, 
closing his eyes for a second involuntarily, just 
as a new comer wl^o at one rapid glance had 
taken in everything, rushed headlong forward to 
the rescue, and carried Eunice off. 

"Eodney ! my cousin Eodney ! *' cried the other 
man ; " where the " — 

" Take Miss Stanisbrough to the boat,'* ordered 
Eodney coolly; "the rest is my affair. I will 
be with you in five minutes, or— Goodbye, 
Eunice,'* and he set her gently down. 

Whistling as only a sailor knows how, the 
active young fellow disappeared behind the house, 
and Eunice, never so much as looking at Godwin, 
disobediently followed. 

In the arms of her enemy she had felt so safe, 
so happy; secure of deliverance for Tin^ of 
strength and guidance; a lifetime, yet but a 
moment. In the unnatural tension of her feel- 
ings, nothing seemed strange, except that Bod- 
ney should give her up, and^ instead of carrying 
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her with him to death and glory, set hei* qtdetly 

on her own tottering feet beside his inert consin--^ 

her hero in the drawing-room — on these moors. • . 

Irresistibly repelled, and as instinctively at-* 

tractedy Eimice crept forward, not daring to show 

herself, and rejoicing in the shelter of the 

lanrels. Ganpowder strewing the floor; an orer- 

turned big canister. If Rodney should discovef 

and again send her away. She understood thor 

danger now, seeing in &tncy that fatal black train, 

and growing sick with fear. Then, like an wsr' 

disciplined woman, she sprang to meet the young 

man as his tall figure appeared in the open door* 

way, a bucket swinging from each hand. 

Did he see her P She cared not, but making 
the most of her own eyes, looked around the farm^ 
house kitchen, as self-possessed now that she was 
near him, as Sodney himself. 

Happily, of water there was no lack. When 
for the second time the sailor would have refilled 
his buckets, he found a big can ready, and heard 
the scullery pump hard at work. Eunice had 
plugged the trough ; the rush of the falling water 
inspirited her with a foolish delicious sense of 
salvation for Tim, for her father, and not the least 
for herself. 

She pumped away till the trough overflowed, 
only ceasing when Tim^s chair, borne by three 
men, was carried past her, and out of the unlucky 
house to Luke's boat. 
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All at once a guilty culprit, she obeyed Bod« 
ney's displeased glance, walking humbly in the 
rear, and taking her seat beside Godwin as she 
was bid, a docile child too late. 

Tim's cords were cut ; they dared not move the 
still unconscious boy, but placed him, chair and 
wrappers, in the largest boat, leaving the men to 
help row, and carry him, whilst Eodney, tacitly 
yielding to his cousin, went on before with Luke, 
and Godwin, frigid and silent, took command of 
the sorrowful party. 

Arrived at the Great House, the two cousins 
naturally changed places. It was Godwin who, in 
the absence of the Squire, advised that Tim 
should 'be laid on a bed in the small ground floor 
room, opening out of the smoking parlour. Mrs. 
Boulting must be kept in ignorance. Strange 
footsteps, strange voices on the stairs ; it was not 
to be thought of. 

During the discussion Bodney, in everybody's 
way, as happens to benefactors, shamed himself 
for a clumsy fellow, and strode off in quest of the 
doctor. 

The sailor's story was simple enough. He had 
gone with his men to Beggar's Bush, expecting 
to capture Marmaduke Chatterson, an old swindler 
and forger, drowned, it was supposed long ago, in 
the Lusitania. 

But the gang, surprised by Constable Duffer, 
were doubtless already prisoners, or safe in hiding. 
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Squire Boulting, not yet returned, had. very 
likely gone straight to St. Cuthbert's, there being 
no secure lock-up house at Broad Easton. His 
blood once fired, he would follow his fox to the 
death, as his wife and all the world knew. 

Mrs. Boulting was easily persuaded to take a 
larger dose than usual of her sleeping mixture, 
assured that Godwin Helyar and Judy would see 
to everything, and give Tim a warm bath, seasoned, 
that is to say salted, with good advice. To be 
out so late on the wild heath was contrary to all 
household rule and precedent. Poor Tim ! 

Alas, yes ; happy for the mother if she could be 
deluded, and close her eyes in peace this one 
night. Nobody else thought of going to bed, or 
dared to hope that the morning would bring 
aught save fearful tidings. 

" The boy may live two or three days, and re- 
cover consciousness, so as to give some account 
of this black business,'^ Godwin Helyar was told 
by the rough doctor. " A short life, scarcely a 
merry one. Master Tim's. I'm not altogether 
blaming the foolish young fellow. He has been 
drinking heavily of late; one of that rascally 
Badmin's dupes —a spy in the camp. I can guess 
how it came to pass that the Justice was so 
often out-manoeuvred. 'Tis not the bums en- 
tirely. Fve cured worse; the lad's system .has 
had a terrible shock. God grant we may get to the 
bottom of the villany. I can do no more for him.'' 
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In the village inn parlour ilodaey Helyar dried 
Ids wet clothes, and devonred all that was pat be- 
fore him, irrespective of qualitj. Guests were 
rare at Broad Easton. Hungry, solitaiy, tor- 
mented, this "stranger gentleman" ate raven- 
ously, doing his honest endeavour to appease the 
craving within him, before stretching his long 
legs athwart the threadbare rug, and getting as 
much sleep in his wooden chair as might freshen 
him for service. 

With the dawn he must be at Eunice's orders. 
She was still Eunice Stanisbrough to him — ^no 
Boulting, and not yet, thank heaven, Eunice 
fielyar. 

The thought made his mouth bitter; he pushed 
away his plate, and rose hastily. Eunice was with 
her promised husband; she neither needed nor 
would accept anything he could give her; her 
mercenary choice was made. That very night he, 
the "Donald,'' had held this heartless lady an 
instant in his arms, and bid her good-bye. Noy 
for she had come after him, braving his anger, to 
work, perhaps to perish, at his side. 

Wearied out, he let his fa,ncy dwell on the 
vivid yet soothing picture, and slept uneasily, till 
roused by the morning sun shining full on his 
face. Nobody had disturbed him, the house 
seemed deserted. Had some devil been at his ear 
taking m^an advantage of his aching limbs, his 
empty hearts 
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Why should you hold yonr tongue P Gk) to 
Ibe Great House. You saved her last night from 
hurt, save her now from death — a living death, 
in spite of herself she does not know she has a 
soul, a heart, somewhere. Awaken her; accuse 
your cousin — speak out." 

*' Fm sure I'm very sorry, sir,'* said the land- 
lady, whom Rodney, raging and impatient, had 
hunted out from a knot of women all together at 
the village draw-well, talking and gesticulating. 
" We can let you have a horse, an' you'll make 
the Caristowe train, if my husband drives you. 
for breakfast — Ah yes, sir! 'Tis the shockingest 
thing as ever happened in these parts. We'ni 
used to floods, an' poachers, an' Constable DufPer ; 
but such a accident as this — ^poor dear Master 
Tim roasted alive, an' His Honour's Worship^ 
maybe, at the bottom of a bog-hole ; an' Miss 
Carol, she's our own lawful young lady, sir. 
You'll excuse us being all in a quandary, I'm sure." 

At the Great House Constable Duffer had ap* 
peared with the daylight, bringing his handcuffs 
and telling his tale with a rueful face. His crest* 
fallen figure stiffened with stupid terror when Mr. 
Helyar had convinced his muddled senses that 
Master Tim, and not '^ the varmint Pussy Cat," 
lay moaning and groaning in what was called 
** The Stone Chamber." 

^< His Worship not to home I His Honour a 
missing ! " 
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The slow-witted man could only scratch, his 
head, seeking words of defence rather than of 
good comfort. 

" We was all nnder orders, Mr. Helyar, sir," he 
stuttered ; *' o* no more account than poppets. His 
Honour isn't never to be contraried. So I goes 
forrard an' 'connoiters like. A quiet house, an* 
dark for half a minnit mebbe ; then all to once 
the devil's own shindy — ^wrastlin', scrimmagin', 
curbing. Not much to be see'd through a crack 
in the winder blind. Servant lad, a sort of a 
idiot chap, bringing in fire-stuflF; the rest on 'em 
scufflin' like rats in a barn when our tarriers is a 
snifiin' — ^permiscus, tooth an' nail. ^ Shame ! ' 
cnes one ; ^ Let 'un swear, then,' sings out 'tother ; 
*turn or burn, lads, turn or bum.' With that I 
up an' back to His Honour suant, not to frighten 
nobody. ^Now, my men, you'll just nab two 
apiece so soon as I give the word,' says the master, 
says he. * Twill be over in ten minutes.' But the 
rogues knew better. A scout gived the alarm, an' 
they all come tumbling out head over heels, a 
running for their liberties, we after 'em full cry. 
The last I see of the Squire was hanging on to 
Pussy Cat, bull dog fashion, an' convoyin' of the 
villain to the boat. The rest of us come near to 
drowning in the turf ditches for want o' moon- 
shine an' dry ground. We was obligated to get 
out of the mess hard by St. Cuthbert's, dead beat 
an' SQarce bM^ to crawl till we knocked up the 
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folks^at tlie roadside public, an' begged for mercy 
an' a drop o' something bot to put ns on our legs. 
You don't believe His Honour did likewise, sirP 
I'm thinking the Black Swan being only a stone's 
throw from the jail would seem mighty con- 
venient. Otherwise " — 

Constable Duffer looked in the blank faces 
around him, and had no heart to finish his sentence. 

All that day and the next the search was con- 
tinued, whilst Tim raved in his bed and Eunice 
went from one sick room to another, concealing as 
best she could her despair. To her the frightened 
women appealed. Had she not been on the very 
spot? Surely she could give some hope, some 
encouragement — she, but a girl and so miserably 
alone. 

Godwin, having no good news to tell, avoided 
her. Eodney had returned to Caristowe, and left 
her in her trouble. His would be the task to 
comfort Carol. 

On the moors the water was falling fast ; the 
green islands multiplied almost hourly. Little 
Ruth's decent funeral occupied Tryphosa's thoughts 
and dried her eyes. " Happy the corpse the sun 
shines on." 

Worn out at last, Eunice was persuaded to go 
;to her bed and sleep as comfortably as might be 
possible, undisturbed. The third fair morning was 
far advanced when she awoke refreshed, and^ 
soothed by the unusual quiet within and without^ 
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dressed herself leisurely, intending to go to Tim'» 
room before seeking her mother. 

Noiselessly opening the door of the smoking^ 
parionr, she was about to pass through it. What 
had become of the sunlight P Why did her heart 
beat wildly and then stand still P 

The search was over. Amongst his gnns and 
pipes the missing Squire lay, serenely cold, white,, 
and peaceful, as she had nerer seen him living — 
a grand face now, ennobled by death, by death 
refined and purified. 

Awhile she stood beside him, and then, bending 
to his broad forehead, reverently gave him back 
that last rough kiss of love and forgiveness. 

'^ 7ou are a good child, and Carol is a better.^' 
They had been almost his last words. His dying 
cry — ^thank God her ears had not deceived her — 
was « Sunball ! '' 

Love in death, not hatred. Eunice fell on her 
knees and prayed in silence — ^a petition too earnest 
for tears, too agonised for doubt. Despair might 
eome later. With that beautiful face dumb, yet 
eloquent, hope nestled in her heart. But-^ 

'^Ah, Caro, wretched Oarol Lost child and 
sister returning to a desolate home — a dead faither,. 
without welcome of living voice or lips." 

Eunice's eyes filled. She hid her face in her 
hands and wept unrestrainedly — a passion of tears 
for the erring, whose repentance finds in this life^ 
no place. 



CHAPTER XVII. 
Foxnsno — a. hero. 

The manner of the Squire's death, was bat toa 
apparent. His clenched fingers^ thrust clean 
through the torn cuff of an old shooting jacket^ 
showed with what an iron grip he had held his 
prisoner. Pussy Cat must have freed himself at 
the cost of his captor's life, always supposing 
Constable Duffer's eyes had seen truly. 

Waist deep in the boggy peat the dead man 
was found, his face pressed against the shelving 
bank, his head not more than a foot under water. 
The subsidence of the flood discovered the body at 
<mce, lying thus in a broad dyke not far from 
that convenient withy ambush where the boat 
used by the surprise party had been moored. 

A helping hand might easily have saved the 
lion-bearted man, who, unaided, could but bravely 
dig his own grave, a horrible fact of which Eunice, 
reared in Tower Street, was mercifully ignorant. 

For her every minute of the long, long day 
dragged heavily, weighted with dull grief and the 
terror of sharper suffering to come. 

She had despatched a messenger to her aunt and 
fiist^, and partly prepared her mother for the 
worst. Mrs. Helyar would kindly finish that 
difficult task. Eunice was thankful to find herselT 
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alone with Tim^ whose restless deKrium usually 
gave his nurses no leisure for the indulgence of 
sorrow and weariness. 

Some over-mastering impulse to seek his father 
possessed the lad. More than once he had nearly 
struggled out of bed, and though Eunice's sooth- 
ing voice and hands restrained him, she dared 
not relax in her watch, lest he should escape her 
and hasten the end too near at hand. 

But this morning a change had come over her 
patient. He seemed to be drowsy, free from acute 
pain, and almost reasonable. 

At twelve o^clock he was sleeping quietly. She 
could be as miserable as she wished, as uneasy 
and expectant. 

Would the evening biing her sister f By this 
time Aunt Persy — Eunice shivered, thinking of 
what lay on the table in the next room, of words 
she had so often heard and heedlessly smiled at. 

" Christopher shall bite the dust." 

W hat if Aunt Persis should even now be giving 
thanks P Ah, no, impossible! Bather had not 
God Himself brought about everybody's punish- 
ment, opening all the blinded eyes, laying the 
foolish heads low, granting to each her heart's 
desire, her own wilful way and wish. 

Now that her father's voice and step must be 
silent for ever, that other footfall, that other man's 
greeting accused her. She who loved truth knew 
herself untrue and unlovely ; and what, alas 1 
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miglit her painfnlly-eamed wisdom avail to make 
those she loved best happy. For goodness, her 
own faults would give her work enough. Con- 
viction is not conversion. Eunice felt herself still 
Eunice. The dreaded official visit over, the ghastly 
funeral honours Judy already found pleasure in 
talking about, done with, then Godwin must speak 
and pride be humbled. Then Eodney's worth, no 
longer scorned, would appear and be openly re- 
warded. She saw her once enemy trinmphing, as 
he had triumphed on that never-to-be-forgotten 
night — ^herself left behind to look and long rainly^ 
whilst he, carrying all before him, rushed onwards 
—onwards and forwards, winning name and fame, 
saving his fellows, helping all the less fortunate^ 
world, and so ennobling himself. 

And. on such a Helyar the Paradyse cousin 
could look coldly, standing aloof without a single 
word of praise or welcome, conscious, perhaps, of 
his own inferiority, and not man enough to 
acknowledge the truth or take gracefully the 
lowest place. 

That despised seat evermore hers — could Eunice 
be content P not to sit in it alone— or not yet, 
not yet. Her whole soul rose in rebellion. More 
bitter than death, life — ^tedious, ignoble life — 
spread itself out before her, month foUowing^ 
month and year year. Fevered, yet resolute, she 
left her low seat ; to think weakened her. If sho^ 
would in this crisis stand upright, it must be by 
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seeing rather than forecasting the end o£ all 
things. 

Forgetful of Tim, she stood beside her dead 
father, gazing long and fearfdilj on his uncovered 
face, asking many a question, learning slowly to 
say— 

** What we know not now we shall know here- 
after/' 

She heard Mrs. Helyar's brougham drive away, 
heard Godwin's voice' talking awhile in the haU 
with Judy. He was her mother's friend, scarcely 
her own, she having stepped across the stream, 
each.day widening between two companions pleased 
not long ago to saunter on the same bank and 
gather the same flowers hand in hand. Faint and 
far his voice, changed and receding, reached her 
as through a sea-fret on the Birnbeach sands, 
where, with his arms about a trusting child-girl, 
he passed from her sight, whilst the salt wind 
pierced her own bones and marrow, sweeping the 
silver haze from land and sky, and showing her 
Tim's door half open. It was from thence that 
the draught had come. Ashamed of her dreamy 
carelessness, she would have replaced the Hnen 
coverings and returned, a sensible girl, to her 
duty ; but before her loving fingers had tenderly 
smoothed out the folds, the noisy rattle of a car- 
riage, driven at full speed, arrested and startled 
her. 

What strange company of mourners could this 



loet — ^faces familiar, yet not the same — tearless^ 
lawful eyes searching the blinded chamber^ a 
tottering, feeble old woman groping her way un- 
aided to the snow-white table, in silence and blank 
despair. 

Bainbow-colonred, rosy Annt Persis — ^this wit- 
less, shrunken creature, clothed in rusty black,^ 
her ashen-grey face more piteous to look on than 
that other quiet countenance, her shining eyes 
bright with unreason and remorseful haste. Straight 
to her dead brother^s feet the repentant sister 
came, none daring to hinder or interrupt her. 
Behind her Carol, supported by Rodney Helyar, 
followed trembling ; her terrified gaze fixed cm: 
the big, compassionate sailor, whose warm heart 
and unconquered strength might perhaps win a 
humble child forgiveness, or at least save her 
from falling into unknown depths of despair. 

It was so impossible to believe what they had 
told her. This must be sleep, not death — a tired,, 
peaceful trance ; but when was her father ever 
weary, ever sick or sorry P At the sound of Aunt 
Persy^s voice he would surely awake, sit up, speak, 
and soffcen from cursing to blessing. In her ruby 
dress and bonnet, her father^s favourite colour, 
she clung close to Bodney, not venturing to look 
up or stand alone, waiting the fatherly welcome 
she vet knew could never more be hers. 

Godwix^ entering l^tUy, saw the poor child, 
his ill-dressed, rustic Caro. Who, indeed, could 
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help seeing her, a bright^ incongmons figure 
crimson with foolish hope and life. He did not 
look a second time ; Mrs. Stanisbrough^ wander- 
ing in her mind and almost fainting, needed his 
help^ and accepted it. Wot to lead her from the 
room; this kind office she steadily resisted. 
Propped between Mr. Helyar and Eunice, the 
unhappy old woman, never moving her eyes jfrom 
the dead man's unanswering face, began to speak. 
Her rapid words, incoherent, often broken, defied 
interruption. 

Her business was not with the living, who> 
heard her in respectful silence. She appealed 
to her brother, eagerly, as if expecting him every 
moment to cut her defence short ; as though his 
deaf ears were still open, and in his clay-cold 
heart the sullen fire of hatred still burned, whilst 
she^ the injured one, had but waited. 

'^ Christopher, brother, hear me. I own my 
fault; a sinful, wilful woman, outwitted and 
rightly punished. Oh ! you are dumb ; you'll not 
answer — ^tis the Boulting temper. God forgive 
us. Fm here to confess it, to humble myself ; I 
that thought to humble you, that schemed, and 
planned, and chuckled. The Lord has come 
between us, the Almighty has laid us both low; 
dust to dust, the ashes of contempt. I always 
meant to forgive — ^at my convenience. Ten yeara 
older, sure to die first. Yes, Sister Anne, yes. 
Hold your tongues, everybody. Then in my 
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grave I shall langh and sing ; then Christopher 
mil own too late that his sister was in the rights 
and he, her brother, the heathen, grasping, stub- 
bom, unjust. No begging of pardons and me 
in my cofiBui, Christopher — 'twas my Christian 
revenge ; coals of fire heaped up and kindled. I 
meant you to feel the smart ; a proud man, mor- 
tified to your dying day. And now 'tis myself 
who must be tormented, burdened with my own 
folly, for which I give thanks and make my poor 
amends, and call you all here present to witness/' 
With palsied hands she drew from beneath her 
bombazine and crape a parchment^ placing it on 
the dead man's breast, and addressing now the two 
pitiful girls, now the Helyar cousins. 

*' There it lies, my true will and testament. I 
made it long ago and kept my own counsel, and 
said to myself, ' When I lie in my coffin, Chris- 
topher refusing to look on my dead face, this 
parchment will be read to him — the arrow of 
remorse will pierce his stubborn soul. All your 
debts paid, all your estates cleared, Christy. 
Tour covetous sister's savings and scrapings left 
in trust to the last penny ; willed to the land in 
charity, the charity which begins at home. And 
Eunice, my dear Eunice, cut off with a silver 
shilling in pursuance of my oath. Cut off with a 
silver shilling, and provided with your own secret 
desire, brother, your once promised inheritance — 

VOL. II. <i 
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Paradyae Manon My doing, mine; Fate is & 
laggard. Now what do jou saj, Christj 9 'Twa» 
a noble yeDgeance, for jon coiild not have thanked 
me. So give me yonr hand, never mind words 
when 'tis peace between us and good will on earth 
and in heaven. Mortgages, the devil's millstones I 
Yes, yes; I don't ask for excuses — pardon, 
brother, pardon and a kiss at your daughter's 
marriage. 'Twill end our quarrel, the wedding 
peal. Hush I hark ! Is that a knell 9 Whose 
then P Nonsense, Anne, 'tis for me the big bell 
wiU toll — ^muffled, children, muffled. Ten years 
older and a very wilful woman. The sleep will 
make a man of him. Dead, and the least to 
blame outwitted, no, no — God forbid." 

Imbecile and exhausted, her errand accom- 
plished, Mrs. Stanisbrough suddenly gave way, 
sobbing like a tired child on the old leather coueh, 
where for a few moments they laid her ; Godwin 
and Eunice soothing and restoring her, whilst 
Carol, to whom the pitiful story was already 
familiar, stole softly into her aunt's place ; and 
bowing her sorrowful head made her own silent 
confession, her agonised, heart prayer. All the 
weary way had Aunt Fersis rehearsed her tale, 
alternately accusing and justifying herself; till 
with her bodily force, her mental powers weakened 
by the shock of her brother's miserable death, failed 
her. She revived presently ; Judy making her appear- 
ance with a cordial, prevailed on the now helpless 



]i0^3r3-^A BXBO. 227 

ifomaa to go at oiice to bed, whithar Godwia aad 
Ids oousia would cany her. Without a word of 
greeting Godwin, his head turned away, accepted 
Bodnej's help. But the sailor did not move, and 
a wild cry from Carol sent the other man quickly 
across the room to Tim's door. 

Swathed in bandages from head to foot the 
boy had crawled from his bed. Strong with 
fever and delirium he struggled in Godwin's 
arms, bent to free himaelf and reach his sleeping 
father. 

" Turn or burn,'* he shrieked. ** Let me gc^ 
yillains. m never swear. Hang an innocent 
man ! I'U bum, father — ^bum — druink — who cares ? 
Jfot a devil— straight to the Justice — let me go-^ 
cut these cords. Ha! there he stands — Giles 
Helyar's mnrderer. Hold him fast somebody. 
Father I Father!'* 

The raving boy shook his bound-up fist at 
Eodney Helyar, wrenched himself partly free, and 
fainted. Leaving him in Judy's care Godwin 
returned almost immediately. These scenes must 
be put an end to ; all depended on his own cool- 
ness and self-possession. 

Passing by his cousin, who still stood in the 
•centre of the room, grave and expectant, Mr. 
Helyar assisted Aunt Persis to her feet, desiring 
Eunice and Carol to follow him at once. 

The two sisters, much shocked and terrified, 
imable to leave their aunt, hung over her, silently 
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exchanging a warm hand clasp. Eunice only 
Yentored to read Godwin's white face^ his distrust 
and aversion. Why was he sending them away ? 
Why should Eodney stand aloof, accused of so 
vile a crime ? If her old enemy would not speak 
for himself her lips should acquit him. Truth, 
truth and justice at any sacrifice. 

With a burning face she turned from Godwin, 
and going straight to Rodney took the sailor's 
unofiPered hand, her beautiful eyes luminous, at 
once with anger and honest admiration. He, 
after one disturbed glance, let the girl speak, 
neither encouraging nor checking her. 

"This is some dreadful mistake, a horrible 
falsehood ; we all know it, are sure of it. If you 
cannot speak Rodney, it is because to speak would 
be cowardly, and you— you are a brave, good 
man. I thought the worst of you once ; I beg 
your pardon. Your cousin must beg it too — 
Godwin — " 

But Godwin, impatient and disgusted, led 
Mrs. Stanisbrough from the room, and Eunice, 
glowing still with loyalty and anger, was fain to 
follow quickly, Carol's astonished eyes, as they 
walked together, wounding and confounding her. 
That she, Eunice, should sin against all the pro- 
prieties ought to have been no great marvel. Of 
course, Caro along with Aunt Persy and the rest, 
believed her a traitress, the betrothed of Godwin. 
That falsehood also must be denied at a more 
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fitting time. In the presence of death she could 
attest another's innocence, another's worth; tp' 
think of herself was hateful^ all the more because 
^ven now in so solemn a moment the consciousness 
that she had betrayed her heart to a man who 
would surely scorn it, stung her to the quick, lower- 
ing her head with shame. 

By Aunt Persy's bed she had leisure to ponder 
these and many other miserable things ; though 
not to seek explanations with her sister, whose 
time and interest engrossed by the mother and 
Tim, left no room for less absorbing anxieties. 

In the dawn of the winter morning Carol said 
good-bye to her pet brother, the captain of her 
lawless troop. Tim never spoke again after that 
last strange accusation ; the imprudence hastened 
his end. He knew his sister and smiled upon 
her ; so, gently passing away, the fingers of his 
uninjured hand moving as if he solemnly played 
a melodious cadence on some invisible instrument. 

Father and son were buried on the same day. 
^ever had Broad Easton known so honourable 
a funeral ; the last of the good old squires, a man 
with faults perhaps, being a son of Adam, but 
generous to all who treated him generously. The 
friend of the poor, the most liberal of landlords, 
^ born despot, reduced in the growing enlighten- 
ment and civilization of this nineteenth century^ 
to tyrannize over his household and rule badly 
those whom he loved the dearest. 



280 Firtmrs adoitis. 

Mtb. Stanisbrougli did not shed mariij tears at 
tbe grave. Her new mourning was of the deepest, 
and gare general satisfaction. That she was there 
at all, an old, old woman fast dropping into second 
childhood, wiped away much reproach from her 
dead brother's memory. Somebody had forgiven. 
God alone knew the rights of things. ^^ A more 
peaceable man than Squire Boulting, let him 
have his own way. Eh, but Miss Persis was 
always full of whimsies" — 

It was little Carol who wept like a broken- 
hearted child, giving thanks the while because 
!Ei«nice had kept for her the father's last kiss, the 
comfort of his dying cry — " Sunball." 

It was not all malice and hatred, not all hard- 
ness. God must be the judge. Who has not had 
to leave some dear one with Him who '^ Enows 
all, yet loves us better than He knows." 

Jftodney Helyar remained to the funeral, a guest 
at the Great House. 

^^ If you can give any information as to Giles 
Helyar's death yon will, of course, do so," GkDfdwin 
had said to him, coldly excusing Tim's delirious 
raving. '^ It was all settled at the inquest. Some 
emel deception has been played on that unfor- 
tunate boy, to extort money most likely* Forget 
his words as we shall all forget them. I am sorry 
for you ; to rake up the discreditable past is un* 
wise. Take advice, my good fellow, and begin 
life again in a foreign land." 
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*' When a man looks me honestly in the face, I 
may perhaps follow his counsel," flodney thought 
contemptuously, leaving his cousin disquieted, but 
withont a word, to ask and conjecture as once 
before— 

^* What can he know, this blustering consin of 
mine ? Something, or he would not have written 
that threatening, impertinent letter, scorning my 
generosity, doubting my — ^my — Clear him! 
Speak for myself! I can take care of my own 
honour. I am glad I was silent. If only the 
old palace were his to be mean and miserable in, 
and I, sailing over the seas with Caro, nobody else 
earing ! Pussy Cat has got clean off ; his well or 
ill wishers will see no more of him. I must just 
reap as I have sowed. Kmy harvest is a poor one, 
all things considered, nobody shall guess it. How 
litiich does Bodney know P '' 



CHAPTER XVin. 

"a ship! a ship!'* 

Once more Eunice Boulting, looking from her 
lofty dormer casement, breathed Tower Street 
smoke instead of fresh air, violet scented. Once 
more the chimes of St. Nicholas awoke her with 
an Easter song as melodious as the whistling of 
her friends the blackbirds, piping a merry 
*^ grace after meat " amongst the dew drops and 
earthworms on the daisied lawns. 

Mrs. Stanisbrough, with sense enough to be 
conscious of weakness, had been in haste to hide 
herself and die like a wounded animal in her own 
nnvisited lair. Until that not long distant day 
she desired to brood or sleep, far from those 
strange, prying faces, crowded round her brother's 
grave. 

Another generation, unknown and untoward- 
Aunt Persy bent double, departed, leaning on 
the Squire's holly tree stick, and guided bj 
Eunice. To the staff she had no right. To 
Eunice — 

" The only present Christopher ever made me,'' 
she told Miss Stanisbrough. "A gift in trust, 
Anne, to be parted with when the right time 
comes and the right man. Her father's choosing. 
Bister ; who says we are at variance, my brother 
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and I ? No tears on his coffin ? I knew him 
better. A peck of tears conld not move him» 
Take yonr pen, Anne, write to my lawyers — when 
the Boulting estates are cleared— when Plntas 
Adonis comes — God forgive me. I have my 
donbts ; no flesh and blood man is he, that 
husband ordained for our Eunice. I thought I 
knew where to find him, and now " — 

*' Eunice is the dearest of girls, Persis," replied 
Anne, the comforter. " She is not dependent on 
liusbands, whether in the flesh or out of it. We 
shall keep her, sister, to be the joy of our old age — 
a duchess amongst spinsters. I am always impres- 
.sing it on Rodney. Eunice looks high — she is 
pledged. I will write that letter for you at once, 
my dear.'* 

A sensible resolution. Day by day Mrs. Stanis- 
brough grew more feeble in body and mind. All 
through that dismal winter Eunice in Tower 
Street, Carol at Broad Easton, nursed each her 
sorrowful suflferer. Mrs. Helyar drove often to the 
Great House ; there was no antagonism now be- 
tween the ambitious mother and that wistful, 
heart-broken daughter, such a contrast to her own 
bright girls. Mrs. Helyar had reasons, and could 
afford to be kind, to wait whilst Godwin, indifferent 
to penitent Carol, discussed the Tower Street 
people freely, and never went to Caristowe without 
a present — fruit and flowers for '' that broken- 
down old lady" whose time was so short here 
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below — so sliort and hopeless. And if at ram 
intervals Godwin met his lost bride, the two, 
lovers once, exchanged courteous greetiugs. Carol 
was inexorable. Godwin had learned to read her 
fiace in happier times. It said now — always — " I 
will never marry you ; you do not need to ask why.'*^ 
He accepted her wise decision, having no mind to 
humble himself and plead abjectly for a love 
which never had been entirely, purely his, as he 
had been too ready to believe. She had deeply 
affronted, deeply injured him; he forgave and 
wished to forget her, candidly allowing that his 
worst suspicions were false. A traitor in heart, 
though not in deed- the distinction mattered 
little. The owner of Paradyse Manor had his 
private sins and vexations. His judgment ooun* 
seUed him to remain a bachelor until certain 
scruples or fears could be got rid of, enabling him 
to look a man and a girl in the face — that girl the 
only woman he at once admired and trusted. 

So Godwin Helyar travelled, seeking amuse- 
ment and information. Badmin and Marmaduke 
Chatterson had certainly succeeded in escaping 
tiieir deserts, and were out of the country. Beggar's 
Bush deserted, got a tenant after some time, 
a quiet, sober man, seemingly intent upon digging^ 
atid drying, and re-claiming the land by a system 
of drainage. The farm was his own, he said, and 
had been let to a very bad tenant by his agents,, 
determining him to see after the property himself. 
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IE people doubted the storj, thej could not alto* 
gather disprove it, Badmin having come amongst 
lihem an entire stranger. 

The half-witted servant lad either conld not or 
would not say who was present on the night of the 
carousal. He had been sent to St. Cuthbert's on 
an errand, and returning^ had been met by his 
master, and ordered to fetch the fire stuff and 
some ashen faggots. 

" There wasn't no light till the turf begun to 
kindle, an' he didn't take no notice, bein' used to a 
shindy. Couldn't tell his right hand from his 
left. Swear? He should think so, when 
master was out o' hearing. A Bible oath P Never 
heard tell of the Bible — their worships would have 
to teach 'un. Thought he should rot in a bog-hole ;. 
they was handy, an' no more onconvenient than 
the parish coffins. Folks died, an' so did dogs, 
donkeys, an' such like — ^that was the end of 'em for 
ever; an' the dogs had the best of it, not the 
doiikeys, which got all kicks an' no ha'pence, like 
hisself . Sure enow, gentlefolks med have souls, 
an' come to life agen; he kaowed nothing about 
'iem — he was born in a turf ditch, a dry one, an' 
never had no father nor mother, an' his old granny 
was took to prison ; since which he jobbed for his 
vittals, an' would sooner be dead than living in 
wonter, when the waters was out an' the heath 
dsownded." 

Clearly he could not be sworn, and Cliffe Boult'- 
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ing might have found savages much nearer home 
than Africa. So a great outcrj was made. The 
local papers were in demand ; everjbodj cried 
shame, everybody read and shuddered over the 
^* Shocking Atrocity." 

But indignation^ at fever heat, cooled with the 
novelty ; nothing was done, and for many years 
the dwellers on the heath enjoyed their evil repu- 
tation, and kept the village constable in practice, 
sharpening his wits whUst eluding his handcuff. 
A case of the old question — the selfish excuse 
made so long ago — 

" Am I my brother's keeper P " 
" 'Tis an ill wind that blows nobody good." 
Miss Anne Stanisbrough, allowed full liberty of 
speech, contented herself with thinking so. Her 
proverbs and platitudes were but wasted pearls 
now that poor Sister Fersis nodded a childish 
head, pleased alike with things new or old ; and 
might be brought to believe that black was white 
and white black by any designing person cunning 
enough to reach the poor woman^s drowsy ear after 
dinner. 

Bodney Helyar's occupation was gone. In 
Eunice's presence he could scarcely slumber with 
the peaceful aunt, and his clumsy attempts at 
polite conversation provoked the listening girl's 
compassion* She tried to help and set him at his 
ease by interesting herself in the expatriation he 
brooded over irresolutely. Then^ finding that her 
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lionest endoavours only made the boredom more 
apparent^ she in her turn took a fit of sulks or 
silence. He need not fear — she had been just and 
generous when truth compelled it. Her error once 
acknowledged, she had no temptation to humiliate 
herself further. His enemy she could never again 
be, and if honesty forced him to continue hers, the 
blame was her own, she must hide her grief and 
sink stiQ lower in his esteem — a heartless, proud 
woman, not to be softened by sorrow, or taught 
wisdom through folly. 

Every Sunday the slouching sailor ate his dinner 
silently with the three silent women, escorted Aunt 
Anne and Eunice to church in the evening, and 
disappeared, prayers and sermon over, till the 
holy day came round again. He could do no good, 
and his time was precious, Anne affirmed — next 
week— next month— his ship might be sailing. 
And Eunice believed her, not answering as she 
used to answer, scornfully—^ 

** His ship — he will never find one — a coward — a 
cabbage — content to vegetate in Tower Street be- 
cause a lazy life needs no courage, no exertion/' 

Such a wicked slander she could never utter 
again, or contemn the man who nobly suffered his 
effeminate cousin to triumph ; holding his tongue, 
enduring the loss of all things for conscience sake, 
for honour and honesty. To this reading of 
Eodney's secret she had come, pondering the matter 
by night and day with ever fresh sympathy. 
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The ibranger's prompt action at Beggar's Bttshf 
had won him much applause, but also soiae un- 
pleasant notoriety. It was impossible to mistake 
the gallant felloVs profession, or beUeye that he 
was simplj a copying clerk — ^the merest drudge: 
and hanger on iii a provincial firm of oil merchants, 
dry salters, or what not. His story, variously 
told, flew from mouth to mouth, gaining in 
romance as it lost in trnthf uhiess. 

A gentleman, high in power and official interest, 
chanced to be staying with Sir John Lisle at the 
time of the double foneral in Broad Easton church- 
yard. Of course. Sir John himself attended the 
melancholy ceremony, doing honour to his brothair 
magistrate, and taking an active part in the sub* 
sequent investigations. 

Some weeks afterwards Bodney received a 
courteous note, and going to the Boyal Caristowe 
Hotel told his own tale, by request, to shrewd, 
attentive ears. All that he could tell. When 
taxed with a serious reservation, the young man 
candidly confessed his firm resolve to say no more, 
as he had confessed before. Captain Messiter. Now 
also he hastened to add his increased conviction 
that his disgrace was merited, and in reality final. 
To obtain employment being difficult enough, un- 
less men had interest — a friend in the proper 
quarter. For himself — ^he shrugged his shoulders—* 

^^ California was a roomy country ; he had no 
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iiea» and but few wanta — im plans were made, his 
berth ''— 

'' You bave taken it ? " asked bis listener. " Do 
me the favour not to be in a burrj. I think joor 
plan is a wise one ; jonr chanoe of re-employm^it 
is certainly not worth the sacrifice of your best 
years. Captain Messiter, formerly of the Antelope ? 
Dr. Felix, surgeon ? I shall not forget. That 
Irigate was broken up^ not worth the necessary 
repairs — terribly injured by a collision in the 
channel. I do not tell you to hope, Mr. Helyar. 
You are a brave man and^ I think, an honest one. 
I advise silence and patience, and if that doesn't 
do — California." 

His smile and handshake were very re-assuring, 
but many months had passed. Bodney got heaps 
of letters to copy; none ever came to his own 
<K)mfortless breakfast table. 

So he held his tongue according to orders, and 
began to prepare for exile. Would anybody miaa 
him 9 Nobody. Aunt Persis, essaying her 
favourite games, lost heart whilst vainly seeking 
memory. Backgammon board and cards were 
locked up. And Eunice P Doubtless she and his 
<^ousin understood each other; a decent time of 
waiting for Godwin — for Eodney one word of 
thanks for justice done, and the awkward, yet im- 
perative request— 

^^ Will you allow me, Eunice — ^I beg your pardon^ 
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Miss Stanisbrongh — I wish to return this book — 
yonr * Paul et Virginie/ '' 

Eunice, in ignorance, revived with the May sun- 
shine, and thinking much of that last unlucky May 
day, began to dream foolishly. Though hurried 
away by Aunt Persis, she had found a moment to 
reproach and enlighten Carol, quite ineffectually. 
The perverse little sister kissed her indeed, patted, 
stroked, fondled her, but remained unconvinced ; 
an obstinate, foolish child. 

"I never thought you were in love with any- 
body, dear Duchess," she said penitently, "be- 
cause you were too sensible ; you could not be like 
myself, a warm-hearted, unfortunate little fool. I 
made a dreadful blunder. We can feel for each 
other, darling ; we are twins in everything. Do 
you think all the world could not read your secret 
when you stood beside that unlucky sailor, who- 
pitied you from his heart, but was honest enough 
to hold his tongue ? Ah ! if Godwin had bravely 
done the same — I love him still, but he does not 
love me. I know it from himself. I will never 
marry him. Only he can unsay that which he has 
said, and not even for your sake will I give him the 
chance of sacrificing himself to honour by delusion' 
and falsehood. 

Eunice had been silenced; her own heart 
smarted too sorely. Her pride must save her. 
Ilodney Helyar^s pity ! Tet she was glad that she 
had spoken the truth — she did not repent. 
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Still more glad when one sammer morning the 
long-limbed sailor came tumbling into the house, 
upstairs, down steps, a very schoolboy. The girl 
sat watchful beside her feeble aunt, and perhaps it 
was by mistake that Sodney tossed into Eunice's 
lap a big, many sealed, official document, cutting 
something ridiculously like an Irish caper whilst 
he shouted in the slumberous Persis' ear — '*A 
ship ! A ship I '' 



VOL, II. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

KISSES AND KISSES. 

Commissioned for three years certainly^ perhaps 
longer, on important service. To lay in wait for, 
and capture, slave ships ; besides undertaking and 
carrying out various exploring, surveying, and 
scientific expeditions, connected with the draw- 
ing up of charts, the navigation of rivers, and the 
opening of safe highways for political, commercial 
or civilising purposes. 

Eodney Helyar esteemed himself the luckiest of 
lucky fellows. His Tower Street friends, being 
women, timorous and hard to please, congratulated 
him indeed, with long faces and a " but," — ^which 
he pooh-poohed most unceremoniously. 

Such an unhealthy climate, the grave of Euro- 
peans; Sierra Leone, those African seas and 
rivers, that pestilential, fever-haunted coast. 

" He goes to glory — to his death, child," said 
Aunt Anne, lugubriously. *^ ^ England expects,' 
but you know how well he sings, my dear, and he 
will do it — his duty, without fuss, as heartily as 
he eats his breakfast. A good appetite he always 
had— now — ^I hope the Indefatigable is well 
victualled. Poor fellow! he has no friends to 
grieve for him, he may well be gay. Mine is but 
a pretence of motherhood, and your dear Aunt 
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Persy has shed ail her tears, a melancholj wreck. I 
think Eanice, under the circumstances, you might 
put a little more warmth into your manner, and 
perhaps give him all your hand at parting. I 
observe you mostly offer him two frigid fingers. 
Very commendable. Between young people of 
different sexes the line must be firmly drawn at 
politeness. Anything beyond means marriage in 
my humble opinion, marriage or misery. There- 
fore, as I hare always said, propinquity — My dear 
Persis, I thought you were asleep ! Pray do not 
look so fierce ; it is not often I hold forth " — 

" Fiddlesticks ! " cried Mrs. Stanisbrough, 
roused to a sparkle of her old humour. *^ What is 
all this bee-buzzing ? No friends to bury him ! 
Christopher's funeral was an honour to the country 
and the undertaker. The thing which has 
been done once can be done again. You may tell 
Eodney so Eunice. At my expense, good folks — 
it will cheer the young man. I have a sovereign 
or two left still ; it was JEhinioe and not her hus- 
band, I TOwed to cut off with a shilling. Going 
to the Guinea Coast is heP Graves used to be 
cheap there. Hold your tongues — ^it ill becomes you 
to flout a silly old woman, whose memory plays 
tricks with her speech. I hear more than you 
tiiink. I know what I mean« Eunice shall have 
a wedding gown, and my nephew Godwin hia 
title deeds. A fine officer Christy's eldest son they 
tell me. Broad Easton will ring the bells for a 



244 FLtJTUS ADOiriS. 

Squire of the old sort — soon — soon please God, 
my time is so short. And for this African fever 
of Bodnej Heljar's, he did wrong to meddle with 
my crabs. I spoke my mind about it, he carried 
off a whole jar. The sea will cure him as it did 
me at Bimbeach, and when he is pickled I shall 
be let sleep in peace. Yes — only the good-for- 
nothings^ the bad pennies, come back, and Gabriel 
played a clever dummy. I'll not be contra- 
dicted.'* 

Any effort, however imperfect, of her confused 
mental faculties was preferable to the creeping 
torpidity which threatened a total paralisation of 
body and spirit ; she had always a listener, grate- 
ful that as yet so fearful a living death had 
not fallen on Aunt Persis ; in her clearer morning 
hours she grasped simple facts, and acted at least 
like a rational woman ; her deeds apologised for 
her words. 

So before the autumn Bodney must sail away. 
Eunice, scarcely crediting her eyes, looked at the 
smart active ofi&cer with shy admiration. TSo 
drawing-room hero, heaven be praised; just a 
man, a Qneen's sailor, to whom some happy woman 
might well give herself for love and heart service 
in perfect trust following, because he mnst lead 
the way. A plain path, not always easy, but ever 
nnselfish and therefore honourable. Naturally in 
those busy days the lieutenant had little leisure 
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to bestow either on the old aunts or their grave 
young niece. 

Fortunately when Eunice's spirits were afc the 
lowest, an older, tamer man who had outlived 
enthusiasm, fell deliberately "in love with the girl,** 
who laughed and listened ; shamelessly avowing 
the tender passion, and spending half his idle day 
in what Aunt Anne called '* fatherly frivolities,** 
unworthy of his grizzled hairs, his respect -inspir- 
ing figure, and his profession. 

Dr. Felix, introduced by Eodney to the " ex- 
cellent ladies,*' made himself at once one of the 
family ; deserting his lieutenant's unattractive 
lodgings for the spacious city house ; within so 
quiet, without so noisy. He and his boy, as he 
still often affectionately dubbed the big man, would 
" cruise in company.** 

Eunice wished only that the parting day were 
over. She feared to betray herself, and fell into 
an extreme of cautious self-possession, which 
Eodney might well take for indifference and want 
of feeling. 

On the last evening she begged so earnestly to 
have Persy*s chair placed in the large drawing- 
room, that Anne, much wondering, consented. 

Her face changing from snow-white to crimson, 
her shining brown eyes wet with sudden tears ; 
where in that square matter-of-fact parlour, could 
the rebellious girl hide her downcast head P 

Behind the bulwark of the grand piano she felt 
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safe, the good doctor cliatting gaily at her side, 
whilst Aunt Anne entertained Rodney, wIlo kept 
close to Mrs. Stanisbrough, his eyes and thoughts 
apparently occupied with that failing lady^s com- 
fort or amusement. 

By-and-bye the twilight changed to summer 
darkness, everybody grew silent, and Anne rang 
for candles, dimly lighting up the shadowy space. 
Eunice instinctiyely raising her head, knew that 
Dr. Felix had left her alone for a moment with 
Rodney, who stood leaning over his friend's empty 
chair, serious and silent still. 

At the far end of the room lights and voices, a 
fitful glimmer and murmur, made for these two 
isolated ones a magical privacy, most deluding and 
dangerous. Both were on their guard, both 
trembled ; the right or wrong word — ^too much 
said or too little — either might be fatal. 

Bodney hesitated for a second, and then went 
straight tothe point in his old blunt fashion. 

Drawing from his pocket a well-worn and once 
costly edition of ** Paul et Virginie,'* he laid the 
book on the piano and said simply-— 

^^ I am come to thank you. Miss Stanisbrough, 
for your generous goodness to a friendless fellow,, 
but indeed you have always been kinder to me 
than I deserved. We are not likely to meet again^ 
you will wish me good luck. I am a fortunate 
man. You will think of me sometimes — ^you will 
believe — no-— our roads must always be different. 
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Will you remember that I would give you happi- 
ness if I could, thotigh you may choose to seek it 
in so unblessed a place as Paradyse Manor. I no 
longer judge you — ^you and I have our reasons — 
the same standpoint of honesty and honour. 
Thinking so, I go away with a lighter heart. Not 
the' worst, but the best of each other, Eunice, let 
us agree to believe. And — and — this book, it is 
a help to me no longer. I wish to get rid of 
illusions. I have my chance most unexpectedly* 
I should be a fool not to use it, or to hamper my- 
self with idle regrets and fancies. Tou shall be 
proud of me yet. I mean your reproaches — Ah, 
doctor ! here I am ; Miss Stanisbrough has given 
me a patient hearing. You are come in search of 
your truant. We will make our parting bows to- 
gether." 

* He spoke with cheerfulness, wrung Eunice^s 
hand painfully, and left her. Dr. Felix stood fast, 
looking discreetly away, whilst she swallowed the 
quick passion of mingled pride and grief choking 
her, and filling her eyes with fresh tears, not to be 
kept back. 

" Paul et Virginie," a tarnished golden gleam 
not seen for the first time, attracted the pitiful 
old man ; he quietly put the rejected volume in 
his own pocket before indulging his temper. 

"What! what! what! St. George and ten 
dragons— crying— the lad is a donkey, my dear, 
never mind me ; a father to you both, young lady. 
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and friend. That's right — give me jonr hand, 
your eyes are too pretty to be spoiled. Up, up, 
he goes, our lieutenant, and carries his-— ahem ! 

• 

well wishers with him. God bless you, my dear, 
for taking that boy's part I He told me all about 
it, the good little woman you had been to him. I 
lost my heart to you on the instant. I am yours 
to command. Confound the fellow I Hark to 
him calling — ^he had his say, I mean to have mine. 
Listen — ^hold up your pretty head. I'll bring him 
back to you, my pet, ray beauty, or go to the 
bottom of the sea with him. Here's my hand 
upon it— 'tis a sworn oath — ^but — I expect to be 
thanked, prettily child — ^prettily." 

She threw her arms round his neck and kissed 
him twice. This time the good doctor stood firm 
as a rock ; only on the threshold of the door, 
pausing again, to say — 

" One for myself and one — ^hold hard, Bodney. 
I'm heaving anchor. I'm with you." 

And using his fingers to kiss again, he bustled 
off, leaving Aunt Anne, who had seen the whole 
of the little comedy speechless, a shocked and dis-* 
appointed woman. 

'^The most beautiful spinster this nineteenth 
century has seen. Hannah More nothing to 
her ; I fondly hoped it, and now Persis will 
triumph ; our dear child is just a woman. No 
example, heaven forbid ! At her age I kissed my 
father's hand and his forehead on state occasions, 
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bub always respectfully. I hope that finger 
philandering in the doorway was not meant for 
me ; his grey hairs should never excuse him. 
Eunice and I must have a talk ; reverence now-a- 
days is out of fashion, though hoary heads increase 
and multiply ; by-and-bye comes the end, a French 
revolution, from which God in His mercy pre- 
serve Tower Street, till Sister Persis and Anne 
Stanisbrough go to sleep together." 

The petition took a load from her mind. For 
that day, Eunice^ innocent and unconscious, es- 
caped ; before the next Sunday afternoon a new 
interest divided Aunt Anne's thoughts. The little 
sermon she usually preached between services 
sadly lacked point and coherence. 

"One never can tell what is going to 
happen, the first misfortune is seldom the last. 
Set a ball rolling — ^yes — ^yes my dear — ^it gathers 
no moss. Your father gone ; my Bodney also, to 
a watery grave ; if the poor fellow dies at sea, 
such calamities have happened, ' man is born to 
trouble.' Child, hear me out ! Yesterday I had 
two strangers in my tea cup, Eunice, a tall visitor 
and a short, a thick and a thin. Who knows what's 
about to happen. Gabriel Cripps has landed at 
Plymouth, I saw his name amongst the list of 
arrivals. He will be on our hands like a bad 
penny, and your poor aunt not in a state to con- 
tend with anybody. Yes, the ball is rolling.'' 

Aunt Anne's strangers kept their appointments 
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in due time, the best bed was not "aired for 
nothing/* Of Gabriel Cripps there was indeed no 
further news. Persy's flutter of excitement blazed 
for a few days and died away, though her maiden 
sister-in-law charitably excused " that ungrateful 
vagabond ; '' an incorrigible defaulter, in short a 
male creature, and therefore selfish. 

Godwin Helyar's appearance at the city house 
late one evening atoned for much. Faith revived, 
curiosity grew rampant. 

"Whatever can he be thinking of, missy?'* 
asked Mrs. Chatterson slyly. "You'll not send 
nobody about his business at this time of night. 
I've a lovely lot of coals, an' the warming pan is 
handy if you're feeling doubtful, miss dear." 

Mrs. Stanisbrough did her witless part with 
childish glee, going to bed an hour earlier than 
usual, and taking Anne with her. For the serious 
pair left alone of such set purpose, she bequeathed 
them her full consent, a dying woman's blessing. 
Eunice blushed scarlet — ^something Mr. Heljar 
had come to say — ^his mental disquiet was not re- 
assuring. 

Aunt Anne, on thorns, would have given much 
only to whisper in the young girl's ear — 

" Semember ! if it must be yes — speak low — 
oh, my dear — my dear ! " 

" You come to see me — ^me. You are leaving 
Paradyse Manor?" replied Eunice, echoing 
Godwin's words. " And your mother " — 
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*'Will live on her smatl income/' he said, 
hastening to the end of his strange stor j. '^ There 
is the cottage at Broomhay. Paradyse Manor 
never was mine. Ah ! you may well look horrified. 
I — ^I — always expected this — this. . . Briefly— old 
Giles Helyar had a sister — a disgrace to him — so 
he believed. Ought I to have been wiser ? Do 
not say it, Eunice, nor think too meanly of me. 
The son of Mrs. Moantmorris has proved his iden- 
tity along with his mother^s marriage. You des- 
pise my'^ — 

The girl crossed quickly over to him before he 
could choose some word possible to speak ; with 
those clear eyes reading his secret, she had taken 
the wavering man's hand in a fervour of innocent 
sympathy. 

"Despise? think meanly? I — my heartaches 
for you, Godwin," she cried. " What will you do ? 
It is unfair — cruel." 

"Nothing of the sort," he protested, averting 
his hot face, and speaking with angry vehemence. 

She should not have pained him so, and surely 
he need make no more indiscreet revelations. This 
foolish impulse to show and clear himself was as 
unwise as unmanly. Some women, having set up 
a standard, excuse no shortcomings. Only the 
tempted, the loving, know how to receive a sinner 
and share or lighten his burden. 

" I am quite satisfied," he assured her. " I have 
been more than fairly dealt with. A thousand 
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pounds, and a release from all liabilities. I have 
no cause to complain, and may start for Chicago 
to-morrow. Gabriel Cripps " — 

Eunice started. 

" Gabriel — Gabriel Cripps ** — 

"The same,'^ she was told. '*Mrs. Stanis- 
brough^s plebeian friend, a Mountmorris, with good 
blood in his veins, or bad, as the world chooses. 
Paradjse Manor will turn the scale. I met Gabriel 
in London, found I had no legal rights, and decided 
for Chicago. The laziest fellow can work on com- 
pulsion ; my mother will be sorry for the family 
name ; for the rest, a man that is down has no 
friends ; and yet I could not leave England without 
bidding one girl good-bye." 

"Thank you," said Eunice frankly. Pity was 
still uppermost in her heart. She thought no evil, 
and longed to right the only wrong she knew of, 
and make her best beloved happy. 

" Godwin," she whispered, " once I asked you to 
do something for my sake. I never told you what. 
You remember that dreadful night on the heath ? 
Now, go to my sister, make her tell you everything. 
Ton have both much to forgive. Go to Carol, find 
out the truth — go, if you ever loved her." 

** If I ever loved her," he said sorrowfully, and 
paused, then dashed at once into his own question 
— " Ten o'clock at night, in the Primrose Combe, 
the evening before our wedding — my lost Carol— 
and with whom P " 
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" She herself shall tell you/' answered Eunice 
with a radiant face. ^^ I have done, and jou will 
go. I am half in the dark myself. I only know 
that I and my twin sister are one in heart and 
soul, in truth and honour. If you doubt it, God 
forgive you — ^you are not worthy of her, Godwin. 
She treated you ill, the foolish child. She will beg 
your pardon. Good- night, and early to-morrow 

go." 

He made no promises, but departed without his 
breakfast, leaving polite messages for the ladies, 
and l,eing in " a main hurry," Chatters said. 

^^ Just swallowed a cup of coffee and a plate of 
hot toast, Miss Eunice. I knew you wouldn't wish 
him to go to Amerikay on a empty stomick, though 
you was bound to stay in Tower Street. God send 
him another travelling partner, and something for 
dinner, missy ; there^s wonderful comfort in a full 
meat meal.'' 

That same afternoon Godwin, mounted on a 
fleet horse no longer his own, rode across the 
moors. A hot August day, and holiday time for 
the Bonlting boys jnst ending. 

Pincushion had already beguiled Carol from the 
invalid mother's room. Poor Silkworm's cheeks, 
as white as milk, needed painting, and the stalac- 
tite grotto excavated as a surprise for Captain 
Boulting, must owe its great attraction to the 
favourite sister's clever hands. The eldest 
brother's regiment was on its way home, and any 
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day the Great House might weleome its new 
master. Godwin. Helyar, dismounting in the 
stable yard, took the path to the front door, a 
ceremonious visitor now, deprived of his privileges. 

The silver ring of ^a sweet young voice turned 
him back. Cautiously he approached the peat 
shed, and himself, unobserved, gazed for some 
minutes at a ravishing sight. Was he not a 
working man, about to "rough it'' alone in 
Chicago, Peru, or the backwoods of Canada ? 

Fearless, and free himself to please, an ambitious 
mother silenced, county neighbours utterly in- 
different, Godwin stood and saw everything clearly. 
Carol's innocent love and fresh beauty had won his 
heart long ago. If she were the same, as to-day 
he must believe, the emigrant need not be alone. 
In the woods, in his log hut, amongst the crowd 
of hard*headed, lucre-loving citizens ; men of every 
colour and clime, all seeking their own wealth; 
each individual running a solitary race against his 
neighbour — ^such a life disgusted him. Tears of 
plodding industry, an unlovely home, this once 
favourite of fortune did not take kindly to the loss 
of all feminine grace and refinement. A fireside 
without a woman, a wife — ^he who had grown used 
to worship, and gentle, loving service ; taken from 
his mother and sisters, as a matter of course, and 
all at once found to be worth havings That picture 
cherished so long of a beautiful lady, the fitting 
mistress of beautiful Paradyse, faded at once and 
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for ever in the burning light of passion and con- 
viction. Only one girl in the world could he ask 
to follow his fortunes "for better for worse, for 
richer for poorer/' for him, lover and exile, there 
V7as but one wife — ^the little washerwoman so busy 
at her tub, placed in the shade on a wooden block 
close beside the open door« Her blond hair all 
pushed back, her wild rose face flushed with 
laix)ur, her dimpled arms bare almost to the 
shoulder, Carol scrubbed merrily away at Uncle 
Harold^s white coral bush^ bespattering her white 
linen pinafore with creamy soap suds, whilst Pin- 
cushion blew bubbles, sending off a .fleet of tiny 
opal coloured balloons high over his sister's pretty 
bowed head. Born for the backwoods, as she had 
BO often said, at last he could give her the desire of 
her heart, and make her all his own. 

But if she did not love him. He took a step 
forward — all that was best in him belonged to this 
rustic girl ; he would speak as he never had spoken 
before — and — succeed. 



CHAPTER XX. 

GOOD-BYE, DEAB DOCTOR. 

PiKCUSHioN, the first to see Mr. Helyar, fled pre- 
cipitately. Carol, trembling all over, held out a 
wet hand and said, with downcast eyes, " I have 
heard — ^I am sorry — ^you are come to wish me 
good-bye.^' 

** Good-bye P '* he queried, struggling with a 
passion of love rather than anger. *^I do not 
know. Yes, you deserve it. I thought to put you 
out of my heart and life, Carol. I cannot do it» 
Eunice was right." 

" Eunice ! did she send you here P '' cried the 
sister, looking up now in a blaze of scorn and 
anger. '*Go away, Godwin; I will not hear a 
word. Would you have me despise you P With 
all my heart I vnsh you well— only go." 

He gave no heed, but held her prisoner instead; 
for this girl, who loved him, he had only accusa- 
tion, she being the sinner. 

" Eunice's sister has treated us both very ill," 
he said boldly. " I am here to claim my right. 
Eunice must upbraid for herself. I — Carol, you 
are mine. I saw it a moment ago — ^you love me, 
thank heaven I I believe your eyes. I forgive 
you." 

« Forgive I " she exclaimed passionately. *' Ton I 
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but it is I who have had to do that — ^poor papa 
first. Oh ! i£ I had been quicker. He did not 
know the shame, the misery. It was you who 
made me believe a lie, Godwin, because they sold 
me — to you — whose heart was Eunice's. How 
could you be so cruel ? " 

** It is I who ask that question,*' he retorted 
angrily. ^^ Again and again I pardoned the simple 
child, who loved me ; the woman who left me — at 
the altar. I take back my forgiveness. Such 
treachery a man has no right to forget." 

" I wanted you to be happy,*' she sobbed. *^ I 
always loved you so dearly, Godwin. Ah I I never 
thought to own it — my secret has slipped from me, 
I knew it would — I was certain, certain. I am so 
little, so foolish ; my heart gave itself to you long 
ago. I was bound to vex and try you, for very 
shame, if not doubt. And Eunice is worthy, far 
worthier than I am. A fit wife for you —everybody 
knows it — ^the right mistress for Paradyse Manor 
— the girl you loved — ^your choice, not papa's." 

She stopped a moment to choke back her tears, 
looking the while sorrowfully and penitent as a 
naughty child, whose disgrace can be no deeper, 
whose despair gives daring. 
. ** At least Paradyse Manor is out of the ques- 
tion, heaven be praised ! " thought Godwin, 
divided between his desire to know all that Carol 
chose to tell him, and the longing to take her in 

VOL. II. s 
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his arms and stop tears and confessions with 
kisses. 

^' Could I have borne to see you niiserable P '* she 
pleaded^ " learning every day to hate your poor wife 
a little more — indeed, indeed, I never blamed yon, 
knowing what my sister was. I loved yon both 
and wished only that you had never listened to 
papa, never concealed the truth, that your heart 
was my sister's." 

She put her hands before her burning face, 
abashed and silent. Godwin was silent also ; per- 
haps because CaroFs justification did not surprise 
or startle him into vehement denial. Was it true? 

It behoved him to consider, to be strictly up- 
right ; never again would he deceive himself, or 
deviate so much as an inch from the broad high- 
way of honour and rectitude. To be always in 
evil company, to carry about a burdened spirit, to 
lose his light heart, his freedom — he must con- 
sider. 

Had Carol boldly looked in his clear, serioas eyes 
she might have quickly dried her despairing tears. 
And yet no, for had she not his own written con- 
fession, pressed a very leaden weight against her 
bosom? 

When he began to speak again she scarcely 
wondered at his humility. 

*' Eunice was the wife of my choice, of my 
affection — ^you tell me so, Carol. Eunice, the 
best sister in the world, the best friend. I 
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uAmired, I trusted her— >)ut-»*-I loved you-*-yoti 
offended my taste. I do not deny it^yonr sweet 
face excused you. Am I to lose you because I 
i^as honest P Did you not try me beyond endurancd 
lad I not been your true lover 9 On the Birn*- 
heax3h sands I kissed my trembling wife for the 
£rst time and took her to my heart. Again and 
again I fought your battles. I will fight tiiem 
still. You were a child, wilM always, and 
impulsive. When your old playmate returned to 
remind you of your promise— to tempt you in tho 
Primrose Combe — *' 

His voice grown first tender and then husky, 
failed him. Carol's flashing eyes met his now j 
he looked at her indulgently, whilst she, snatch- 
ing the black ribbon from her neck, drew forth 
and unfolded before him — Giles Helyar's antique 
ring wrapped in sundry torn scraps of paper. 
Sentences half finished, words erased or written 
over. He recognised his own writing, the mistake, 
the mystification, consequently the shadow of 
reasonableness in Carol^s absurd conclusion. 

This last he was not inclined to allow, having 
ah^ady humbled himself to his utmost capacity. 
Eather, mastered by the mingled love and sorrow 
in the girl's charming face, he fiung excuse and 
discretion to the winds, whilst holding the fierce 
child in his arms and vindicating himself hotly in 
old world fashion. Blame and a malediction be** 
longed to— 
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^' Hopkins ! confound him ! A fool ! an idiot I 
myself Caro — myself — and you — the sweetest of 
simpletons. Very well — I release you, but only 
to sit at your feet here on this wooden block. 
That is my writing and no mistake, though how 
you came by it — Ah ! half a quire of paper 
spoiled) ' produced at last a letter to the mother, 
unanswerable/* 

" ^ I shall marry my Caro, or no other woman/ 
You must remember, my darling, that gipsy 
adventure. I really had a provocation, and my 
mother means well — a mother is a mother, no less 
than a father a father. She proposed delay and 
improvement. I would have neither. I tried to 
convince her, very wrong my own. I have been 
bitterly ptLnished. Let me teach you a simple 
accomplishment — to read between the lines — 

•* ^'From the first I loved her — Eunice — Eunice — ^' 
Tou, Caro, you, as I shall prove, without doubt— 
* do not want — Caro never find out— too late — ^ 
No, my darling, no, it reads queerly, I allow, 
without punctuation, and the missing fragments. 
A full stop after the pronoun * her ' — ^then — what 
do you think of this simple and true amendment? 
*Caro is my own, only choice; from the first I 
loved her. Eunice may be a paragon ; I do not 
want cold perfection, but simply a dear little wife, 
innocent and trusting. My Caro— who believes in 
me — ^who shall be happy, never finding out her 
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father's need, only her husband's devotion, Too 
late, mother, for interference/ 

^' This is the sum and substance of all that I 
Tnrote, dearest, and if you cannot forgive me, if, 
believing that you love me, I am a conceited fool, 
if you indeed prefer Mumbo — I am sick of 
v^ords. Send me away, or let us Mss and be friends, 
my Caro. Can you go with a poor man to " — 

** The ends of the earth," she cried joyfully, 
not waiting to hear his destination, and softly 
laying her blushing face against her lover's for 
one sweet, shy moment of untroubled happiness, 
" But poor mamma," she whispered soon, *' and^ 
oh ! my ring, my pledge and comfort all this dreary 
time ! I am fitter to wear it than ever — ^more con- 
vinced that the fool's cap should be on my head. 
Must I send it back to Gabriel Somebody. Surely 
we have a better right to it, you and I. Mumbo ! 
I am glad you are not wise, dear Godwin. I don't 
want to respect you to-day — let us both be children 
— naughty ones. This Gabriel " — 

" I have his permission to keep the curiosity," 
Godwin told her, ** For a reason, simple child, 
that with you I deserve it. Gabriel thinks so and 
justly^ — only — ^I cannot glory in my shame. Let 
us go to your mother, as you wish, we shall have 
plenty of time for confession. I am not l^ven 
curious about the Primrose Combe, Tou were' 
with"— 
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••Emiiee," Cajrol told him laugbing; '*the 
adventure must be related from the beginmng^ aii4 
many adventures beside* Godwin^ I have been a 
iseal goose/* 

He stroked her curly hair* Doubtless she spoke 
the. truth. With geese one has little patience. 
A flufly, downy gosling, soft and yeUow, is, oa 
the contrary, rather a pretty pet and play* 
thing. 

Of course Mr. Helyar had to wait. It was 
agreed that he should go forward^ prepare a home^ 
9ioA at no very distant day, perchance, welcome 
the wife whom. Providence and an unselfish 
mother would send him. 

^* My Christy's wish must ever be mine/* said 
Mrs. Boulting, ignoring the fact that Christopher 
would have wedded his Sunball to the owner of 
Faradyse Manor* Nobody cared to find fault with 
her reasons for yielding her own rights. If th9 
first was faulty, the second could not be disputed. . 

'^ I have another daughter.** 

Full of hope^ and to Carol^a fancy handsomer 
than ever in a serviceable undress suit of velveteen, 
Godwin Helyar bade adieu to Broad Easton and 
the picturesque old palace. At the last moment 
Carol slipped something into his hand. 
< <' Those that hide can find,*' she whispered 
timidly. " Wear it on your little finger till you put 
it on mine. I will be married in no other. But 
that Bounce knows how to use that box of tools^ 
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somebody's bribe to buy the boy's good- will, you 
might have lost me yet, dear Godwin/' 

" I have a mind not to forgive you," he said, 
and thereupon punishing the trembling thief, put 
the plain gold ring on his watch chain. 

** A man's hands must get a man's living," he 
told her ; *' this thing fits none but a fairy. It 
shall be my amalet, and, in spite of the past, 
bring me good luck." 

With the news of Mr. Helyar's safe arrival at 
New York, Aunt Anne's second stranger made his 
appearance in Tower Street, where his brand new 
chariot waited perhaps fifteen minutes, causing 
the bald-pated cobbler a serious loss of three 
farthings, as nearly as might be approximated. 
Curious old Davy loved speculation, and was 
willing to pay the cost. Some hazy glimmering 
of the little comedy about to be played, wrinkled 
the misanthrope's parchment forehead, and curled 
his withered lips sardonically. 

When Gabriel Cripps Mountmorris, shuffling out 
through that dingy prison door, hid his dejected 
head and primrose gloves in the carriage, Davy 
waxed his thread, and went to work again with a 
chuckle. Another fool taught wisdom ? No, but 
brayed in a mortar with a pestle, and yet none tha 
wiser. 

"You are shy. Miss Eunice," the confident 
suitor said. "Very natural and becoming, but 
I know your mind — an apt scholar of your good 
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aunt. A young lady's *no/ means 'yes, if you 
please' — ^to Plntus Adonis and his Paradyse. 
Both yours, my dear, to command — and, well — 
well— I'll not say that I'm quite up to your 
mark — handsome is that handsome does. You 
shall make of Plutus just what you choose — so 
speak the truth, Miss Boulting." 

Eunice did speak it, as she had ever been too 
eager to do. Gabriel felt himself, using his own 
expression — " floored " — all the pluck knocked out 
of him. 

'* I never was so deceived in a girl before," he 
meditated. " 'Twasn't altogether myself, though 
I've seen worse looking fellows, but to refuse 
Paradyse, after all said and done— extraordinary ! 
And I'm to consult a Bond Street tailor when next 
I go a wooing. The cruellest cut of all. I'll con- 
sider it, though. I'm man enough to take advice 
from a clever, honest woman. The next one I ask 
shall say — ' yes.' " . 

" Did not feel able to see me. Will call another 
day ! ungrateful man," complained Aunt Persis. 
^* My time is so short — I shall be asleep to- 
morrow. I am not sorry you refused him, Eunice. 
Graves are cheap on the Gold Coast. I want you, 
my dear. We will bury Plutus Adonis in his own 
Paradyse for ever. Do you hear, Anne ? Do you 
hear, Chatters 9 He is not to be spoken of in my 
presence. Such old friends. How did Gabriel 
look^ my dears, in his chariot P " 
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" For all the world like a pig in a parlour," said 
-the outspoken servant, thus conclusively ending 
the discussion. 



Three uneventful years, and still for Eunice no 
prospect of change. Carol is a happy wife in 
Canada, and her graphic letters make the one bit 
of sunshine in her twin sister's dull life. Captain 
Boulting has brought a bride to the Great House, 
•and the invalid widow lives with faithful Judy in 
her own snug cottage. There Eunice spends the 
summer, dividing herself between mother and 
aunts, an accomplished nurse and patient 
comforter. 

More than once tidings of the Indefatigable, 
read in the public journals, have come to her; 
good news and glorious, making her heart swell 
with pride, joy, and sorrow. From Rodney him- 
self Aunt Anne has heard at long intervals — a 
brief, kind letter not worth cherishing, yet Eunice 
jealously searches the waste paper basket, and 
£nds a fancied treasure, reading the epistle again 
and again, seeing with the eyes of the soul, hoping, 
fearing. Tlie last more than the first, for an 
unusually pestilential season has set in. A 
successful exploring expedition has cost the 
Captain of the Indefatigable his life. Some of the 
officers and many of the crew have also fallen 
victims to the fever. Eodney himself has been at 
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death's door, and is still weak, the ghost of a first 
lientenant, but a capable commander neverthe- 
less, who wiU bring the good ship home and into 
port, please God. 

** Don't forget ns, my dear child, as we never 
forget jou. It was a near miss, but I will keep 
my word yet or — You know the condition — and 
— I — I shall expect to be thanked/' 

Dr. Felix wrote thus to Eunice towards the* 
dose of the fourth year. Instructions had arrived, 
and Lieutenant Helyar, as senior surviving officer 
in command of the ship, set sail for England. 

At first all went well, but ill-luck, as saUors say, 
followed the doomed vessel. Caught in one of 
those violent storms peculiar to tropical latitudes,, 
the Indefatigable, after three days of tempest, 
sprang a leak and became utterly unmanageable. 
Night and day the enfeebled officers and men 
worked at the pumps. The water gained on them 
fast. Slowly and surely the ship settled down, 
drifting shorewards. Not till hope would have 
been culpable, did Rodney order the already 
provisioned boats to be lowered and manned. One- 
after another, in silence and perfect discipline^ 
each boat's crew got safely off. The sea still raa 
high, making the danger considerable, but ther& 
was hope that some hours of skilful rowing and 
steering, would bring the little fleet to an inhabited 
shore. 

Already the dusky night closed in at '^one 
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stride '^ the stormy day. All the men heard Rod- 
ney's cheerful voice, and each sung out a brisk 
reply, bending to the oars as their captain gave 
the final order. His tall figure just visible^^ the 
centre of half a dozen others, faded from sight ; 
his small boat was lowered, he must be the last to 
leave his ship. Down they went quickly, man 
after man, and quicker still a moving mountain of 
green water swept onwards — there was a crash, a 
MQothered cry, a falling deluge of darkness and 
oblivion. 

When Rodney clinging to the bulwarks re- 
covered breath and sight, nothing was to be made 
out in the gathering night. The Indefaiigaile 
had received a terrible shock, and now with her 
decks under water was grinding and bumping on 
a sunken reef* 

With an ejaculation of thankfulness he looked 
about him, distinguished some dark objects 
elambering up the rigging, and made all haste ta 
follow so good an example, securing himself at 
ttie highest point possible, whilst singing out — 

"All right, my men? hold on." 

" Aye, aye, sir. So long as we can — ^three of u$ 
ia missing —there's a blue light, the other boats 
is all safe and making way. Thank God ! '' 

''Thank God!" echoed Rodney. "They will 
send us help/' he shouted, "if only the ship 
holds together long enough. Keep a good heart." 

" Aye, ayC;, sir/' they cried again, but faintly. 
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without food, the sea washing over them ; the poor 
fellows knew their chance was but small. 

The Captain knew it too^ and felt in his wet 
pocket. A shabby little book, "Paul etVirginie," 
pressed against his heart. Ee let it lie there, 
speaking aloud to comfort himself^ 

" She will never know how dearly I loved her, a 
love without hope — but only — that I did her 
justice. It is better so — why should I sadden 
her. I am not worth grieving for. To die would 
be none the easier, leaving her unhappy. The 
dear doctor will carry my message *' — 

" The doctor will do no such thing, sir," gasped 
a weak voice below him. " You must learn to 
speak for yourself, my boy. We have had 
enough and too much of holding tongues. 
Tes," Dr. Felix went on presently, establish- 
ing himself by Rodney's side, and profiting by 
that officer's speechless consternation. " Yes, my 
dear son, I am here. Did you think I ever meant 
to leave you in the lurch — ^not a bit of it. The 
roller that smashed your boat nearly finished 
ours ; we were overladen and nigh to swamping. 
I kept my ears and eyes open, heard the scrim- 
mage, jumped at a rope as we were swept past the 
ship, caught it, and here I am, till God sends us 
luck. What I You can grip no harder than that 
— a child's squeeze. Just as T thought — ^hungry 
and cold, their souls fainted within them. You 
remember, eh 9 but they reached the haven^ and 
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SO sliall you — ^yes, yes, we — ^please God. Now eat 
and drink— see here— I popped my rations into 
my pocket, yesterday — couldn't lay hands on a 
bigger booty." He produced a case of tinned 
meat and a flask of brandy, both small and 
damaged, but real godsends — only, Rodney 
stipulated— 

*'We go shares, doctor. You want it worse 
than I do, by the crack in your voice. Bite for 
bite — sup for sap — otherwise '* — 

"Of course, of course — certainly," muttered 
the impatient man, " begin, in Heaven's name. 
Time is precious, and breath. Those poor fellows 
yonder are out of our reach, and cannot 
see us. Share ? don't I tell you so, Captain ! 
God forgive me for the lie — the first I ever 
told," he said to himself manfully. '^ One of us 
must go, my boy is fever weakened ; without food, 
a cordial, he will never weather the storm. My 
work is over. I shall die as I always thought to 
die, on the sea; and at home that good little girl 
will be happy .'^ 

Not many words were spoken during the tedious 
night, from time to time Dr. Felix passed and re- 
passed the tins, replying to Rodney's question 
with a grimace the younger man could not see— 
an upward look — 

*' Taken my turn ? Aye, aye " — 

The morning dawned at length, and still the 
Indefatigable kept above water. The last crumb — 



270 TLUTTTB ABOTSriB. 

the last drop, T>r. Felix ostentatiously appro- 
priating, swallowed with difficulty — his strength 
was well nigh spent. 

All the men looked anxiously oyer the turbulent 
waters — no speck — no sign of rescue. 

" Grant and Lee are gone, sir/' the shivering 
sailors cried, " our turns will come, surelie. You 
couldn't read us a comfortable bit out of your 
prayer book. Captain Helyar — just to make us 
ready for the voyage, sir — 'tis the last chance.*' 

The blood dyed Rodney's white cheeks; very 
hastily he thrust " Paul et Virginie " back in his 
pocket. But the doctor's wan face rippled all 
over with the heavenly smile of a child. 

** * They cried unto the Lord in their trouble. 
He delivered them out of their distress. He 
bringeth them unto the haven where they would 
be,'" Kot a word was lost, the sailors' fervent, 
triple "Amen," lighted a gleam of joyful faith 
in the doctor's dying eyes and steadied his 
reverent voice. With all his power he had re* 
sponded to the need of these poor souls ; now he 
sank gently back, supported in Bodney's pitiful 
arms. 

*' I have kept my promise," the old man said 
faintly, *' tell her, Rodney. Qod bless you both, 
and forgive me. Take the child's thanks, my 
dear boy — for God's sake let there be no more 
blundering. What do I hear — saved f a steamer ? 
the dear Lord be praised ! Give me to the sea^ 



GOOD-BYE^ DEAIb DOCTOB. 271 

Tad — ^unloose me. Let go— don't be a fool, Eod- 
ney.'* 

They were his dying words. Lieutenant Helyar 
bending low, closed the happy eyes, kissed the 
noble forehead, and ^till tried feebly to hold the 
beloved body fast. But the waves rolling on and 
on were too mighty for him. He heard the ring- 
ing cheer of distant English voices, turned deadly 
3ick and giddy, saw the doctor, a smile on his 
dead lips, float away into port, and then lost all 
•consciousness— -entangled, a living corpse, in the 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

TMS — TO DONAIiS. 

The English clifEs were. in sight when Lieutenant 
Helyar, on deck for the first time, paced up and 
down wearily, looking not longing, a whole man 
and sound, though his illness had been sharp and 
tedious. 

Home without a welcome — ^he looked again and 
then went back to his cabin, there to sing his Te 
Deum soberly. 

*' My life has been purchased too dearly. Grave 
faces in Tower Street — perhaps a few tears — and 
the dear doctor's place for ever empty.*' 

It would pass at the call of duty this misan- 
thropic fit, the painful remembrance of those 
miserable little tins seen in the morning light, 
the burden of a debt impossible to pay — ^the 
craving of a grateful heart, shut up and silenced* 

Honour, commendation, promotion — success 
unshared— for such a future Rodney Helyar 
could not yet give thanks. His nature wholly 
unselfish must needs ever spend itself on others. 

"Don't be a fool, Rodney*'— 

Those dying words were his to hold fast, mean- 
time he had a solemn message to give and, tardy 
atonement made, take his dismissal. Neverthe- 
less the man's courage revived, he did not mean 



to kang back fearfully. His desserts were of the 
smallest, but he would face his fate steadUy. 

A formal inquiry into the loss of the IndeffUig" 
able, resulted in something more than honourably 
acquittal. Lieutenant Helyar took the train for 
Caristowe, assured of speedy promotion, restive 
and chafing uneasily, as a modest man does, 
whose outspoken praise is in every mouth. 

" ' Much ado about nothing,' " he insisted 
bluntly ; ^HhankGodfor that friendly, homeward* 
bound steamer. The overcrowded boats would 
have had but a poor chance in such a sea, and 
for us others — ^half an hour ^^-^ 

What need to finish ihe sentence. 

" * In death they were not divided.*'' 

Buch a thought occupied the pale, lanky sailor^ 
sitting in that wooden chair, a familiar use of 
long ago, and not the slippery horsehair, 
cushioned. His quiet welcome, the sad faces 
of those three attentive women, determined, 
without inspiriting him. Eunice's large eyes, 
Umpid and full of tears, her softness and sorrow, 
fired his heart and sank into his souL He had 
left her half believing that she was Godwin's pro- 
mised wife ; a mistake unconsciously strengthened 
by the aunts. It was the Doctor who, ri^storing 
^5 Paul et Virginie," laughed to scorn delusion 
and self depreciation. 

*' Always a stupid fellow." 

YOIi. II, . V 
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" True enough, Lieutenant. Never too late to 
mend, sir." 

So the cheery older man had replied with sly 
significance, when at length news came of Carol 
Boulting's marriage, Godwin's disinheritance, and 
Gabriel Cripps' good fortune. 

** Vogue la galere.*^ Donald must still be 
Donald. Silk attire and siller, what had Bodney 
to give P Not even a home to his wife — ^not even 
loving care and protection. A sailor's house is his 
ship ; he belongs to his Queen and his country. 
Honour and duty before affection or ties of blood. 

Dare he then speak ? Yes, he will ask forgive- 
ness, atone if she will let him for blundering 
injury. Never ready with his tongue the awk- 
ward, honest fellow began to fidget in his hard 
seat. Dulness and constraint fettered the dismal 
party. 

Aunt Persis fell asleep, wearied with her efforts 
to remember " who was who." Anne knitted with 
aljquite aggravating industry. Eunice carried her 
embroidery to a distant window, and there let her 
tears fall with the muslin in her lap. Ah, dear 
Doctor ! Never had she felt so faint-hearted, so 
friendless, having now heard all, lost all. 

She rose, much ashamed, as soon as Bodney, 
taking possession of the window seat, darkened 
the little light remaining, bringing with him a 
faint antagonistic influence painfully pleasant. 

" I will ring for candles,*' she said, but instead 
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let liiiii put her back with gentle force in her 
seat. 

If it must be, she will fight still, though 
wounded to the death. Her enemy shall not see 
how deep the hurt is from which she suffers. A 
woman can bear — God only knows how much. 

^'Before I go away — if go away I must — ^will 
you forgive me, Eunice ? " 

That is all he says — so simply, so frankly, with 
such a light of love and faith in his clear, boyish 
eyes, that tl^e girl, more worldly wise, less self- 
conscious, is pierced to the heart, humiliated with 
shame for the past, oppressed with ineffable joy 
and unhoped-for happiness. 

" He believes in me ; he shall never repent his 
faith, his love — never, never.^' 

That was her first thought. To be loved is 
sweet; to be trusted brought her for a golden 
moment very near heaven. 

" God knows," we say, and lead, it may be, our 
dull lives, not ignobly, though our fellow-sinners 
have condemned us. 

" Will you forgive me, my vnfe, my darling P " 

It is scarcely a question, this second appeal, 
though Rodney finds a strange, wondering plea- 
sure in each softly spoken, endearing word. 

"Will you? Can youP Twice I let you go, 
Eunice, loving you dearly all the time. Blind 
fool that I was ! But could I give you what you 
wanted P I had only myself to offer. Donald in 
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disgrace as well as poverty, remember that, dear.^ 
You took a noble revenge when Tim fateely 
accused me. I was not surprised, but bound to- 
you for ever — ^you whom I believed lost to me, the 
future mistress of Paradyse. And to-night I 
cannot elplain, must hold my tongae. Eunice, 
Eunice, I don't want pity ; my wife must love 
me, believe in me, as I love her, believe in her." 

So long as it pleased him to speak, so long must 
Eunice listen, in a shy rapture of surprise and 
serenest content. 

Now it was her turn to be better than generous. 
She held out her hand. 

" My Rodney, yes^** 

Twilight was passing into darkness ; the musty 
damask curtains cast a decorous shade around two 
happy, foolish creatures, Eunice's dusky hair care- 
lessly fastened up, fell about her rose red face, and 
softly brushed Lieutenant Helyar's still wan 
cheeks. The Doctor's message had been given — 
the Doctor's legacy. Except on compulsion even 
grown-up children rarely keep their best till last. 

" Dear me ! " cried Aunt Anne, having crossed 
iiie room with a cat's footfall innocently enough. 
" Can you still see to thread yoxir needle, Duchess P 
I envy you. My stocking heel took no end of 
shaping. You must excuse my bad manners, 
Rodney. We are but poor company for a young 
man — a hero Eunice tells us. Well, well, the dis- 
Tnallest evening comes to an end with candles and 
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snpper. A catastrophe/' she muttered, routing 
the startled lovers from their blissftil Eden and 
sundering them for the rest of the night. " Pro- 
pinquity — very close indeed between those cur- 
tains — ^but 1 can trust Eunice and Persis.'* 

'*I hear you, Anne/' cried the childish old lady, 
^ I hear you. God bring your propinquity to pass 
soon, sister. * Hope deferred' — finish it for me, 
somebody. We are laid low, the child and I, in 
mercy my dear, wits and pride. Tou may take 
me to bed, Anne ; those children have lost their 
hearts — ^yes, yes, I mean tongues ; mercies in dis- 
guise, Godwin, your afiUctions. Anne always said 
it. Good-night." 

" Nothing of the kind, Persis," insisted Anne, 
summoning Mrs. Chatterson. *'Por propriety's 
flake you should make an effort to be sensible. If 
Eunice were not Eunice — sister, I trained her 
myself — ^I saw her face and his — she shall not 
be tantalised or tempted beyond nature. Bodney 
will talk to me, his second mother ; he has every- 
thing to hear. I take upon myself to amuse him. 
I must return to the poor fellow directly." 

Poor Aunt Anne. The last disappointment of 
her maidenly life awaited her below stairs, and she 
went complacently to meet it, telling her scraps of 
news with returning confidence. Not after so 
^hort a wooing could she let her pattern spinster 
desert the ranks ; it was monstrous. 

People never know when they are well ofF," 
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she argaed. " Marry in haste — ^yes, Eunice, yoir 
'kno^v as well as I do whose was the fault. 
Gabriel Cripps has vanished, cast his skin per- 
haps, but not to his brilliant advantage, though 
he is the husband of Aurelia Lisle, the father of a 
puny boy who will be taught to despise his pitiful 
parent. ^My house, my carriage, my horses/ Mrs. 
Mountmorris is to be seen and heard ; one cannot 
say as much for the hen-pecked owner of, Para- 
dyse Manor. Not a taste of whiskey, and his 
port wine measured out to him if you'll believe 
me. Gentleman Gabriel must not grow too fat 
for his velvet waistcoat. I vex you, Eunice. Ah, 
but I am proud, my dear, of your modest discre- 
tion. Stay, stay, we will change the subject.'' 

Eunice, foreboding absurd revelations, escaped 
swiftly. Kodney's eyes and soul went after her 
whilst he did his best to listen. 

** She will be angry though it is to her credit, 
the dear wise child," Anne went on. " I don't 
suppose you will believe me, Eodney, being a 
man, and Persis never on her best behaviour, 
though you had been ' company,' and Eunice as 
open as the day. Ah, yes ! Being, as I said, one 
of the family, our pomps and vanities were no 
secret to you. If you rejected the good never 
oftered, the presumption was little to your credit, 
in my maiden opinion. Out of your reach and 
above your deserving. Fed with pride and a gold' 
pap spoon; there it lies, the relic, in yonder 
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cabinet. Bodnej, do not be impatient ; I shall 
soon astonish you. An old king's palace, the 
show place of the county ; a Plutus — handsome is 
that handsome does, sir — ^her heart's once desire ; 
all, all might have been hers, our beautiful 
Duchess, and she said " — 

" No,'' thundered Eodney, just as Eunice, re- 
turning to the room, passed behind his cbair^ and 
stood there unseen for a moment. ^* Your beau- 
tiful Duchess said * no,* Aunt Anne ; her * yes ' is 
only for Donald.*' 

" Donald ! " cried Anne suspiciously. " Eunice 
said * no ;' she will say it to the end of the chapter. 
The joy and stay of her old aunts — a sweet,, 
patient witness that some old maids can live and 
die contented. My love, you are just in time to 
convince an unbeliever. You have chosen my 
* other things.' I had it from your own mouth.. 
TeU him so." 

Rodney's amused eyes, bright with love and 
malice, were very disquieting. Eunice went over 
to Anne's side, abashed and penitent, though firm 
of purpose and eager in soul. What did it all 
mean ? 

Rodney left his chair ; Aunt Anne's old heart 
began to beat; speech failed her. The sailor 
spoke — 

" Once, when I was in disgrace, suspected, ac- 
cused, you came to me, Eunice. All that our dear 
Doctor might have claimed he bequeathed with his 
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djiDg l)reath to me. Will mj wife come to me 
a^iu^ and thank that noble lost friend, who could 
die^ but not fail in his word — his devotion to the 
mtle girl at home, waitiiig and truBtingP Emiice, 
my darling, come." 

With her arms about his neck, and her kiss on 
his cheek, that weak, wilful Eunice — Alas ! how 
could Aunt Anne doubt, or endure this evidence 
of her senses. She hurried awaj shedding tears 
of love and pity, whilst describing the bewilder- 
ing scene to Sister Persis, expectant in her bed, of 
something, she knew not what. 

** Mercifully women cannot go to sea in our 
good Queen's ships,*' the spinster said, reviving. 
** Dear Eunice may retrieve herself yet. When 
Kodney is an Admiral, retired, Persis, and deco- 
rated — our Duchess loves the highest, the best— 
until then it must still be 'no.^ " 

But six weeks after Lieutenant Helyar's return, 
a quiet wedding at St. Nicholas Church evened 
Anne's eyes to many things, chiefly because there 
was nothing to look at. An honest. God-fearing, 
noble man, a true, loving, humble- hearted woman, 
joined together — ^to love, and help, and bear each 
with the other — ^till death. Yes, and afterwards, 
in a more perfect life. They devoutly believed so, 
kneeling at the altar ; lover to lover given, now 
and for ever. 

'^The Imdal of a nobody," decided Blanche 
Crocker^ ^' myself the only bridesmaid. Aunt 
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Anne does not count. Absurd ! Alderman Grif- 
fiths — worse still ; marriage is a mistake^ and some 
girls are awfully disappointing." 

Blanche spoke with assurance ; her own trous- 
seau would tax mother and father heavily. In a 
month the elite of Stowe-on-the-HiU would crowd 
to see a very dififerent wedding, and partake of a 
magnificent breakfast. If not princes in these 
modern days, a Caristowe merchant may be none 
the less a millionaire. Doubling the growth of 
his country's Reduce, enriching the soil and 
himself, he is most certainly a public benefactor. 
Blanche was proud of her choice, and worthy of 
such a husband. 



CHAPTER XXn. 

BOMEBODT CHEATS THE HANOMAK. 

Within six months of his marriage Lieutenant 
Helyar, promoted to the rank of Commander, 
sailed away for three years, returning then to 
find his baby boy astride Aunt Persy's holly stick, 
carefully held by four motherly hands, and taught 
to bridle his wooden steed. Mrs. Stanisbrough 
rested beside her brother. -Numbed by paralysis, 
she faded— a silent, smiling child, conscious of 
love and care, and of little else. When at last the 
quiet end came, nobody ^as surprised to find that 
the whimsical woman had kept the letter of her 
rash vow. Eunice, " cut off " with a silver shil- 
luigy rejoiced in the assurance that her dead 
father's estates would henceforth be unencum- 
bered, and the future of her mother and brothers 
thus comfortably assured. 

Mrs. Chatterson had a handsome legacy, the 
city house and the residue of the property was 
bequeathed — "in trust to my sister-in-law, Anne 
Stanisbrough, who will know what to do with it.'' 

" Of course I know," said Aunt Anne. " Oh, 
my poor Persis, you are wiser now. It is all yours, . 
children ; you will give me a home and let me 
nurse your babies. I shall die content, Eunice, 
though you did fall away in the hour of tempta-* 
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tion, and said yes — ^point-blank instead of no. 
Till Eodney has a ship of his own, my dear — ^ah, 
me ! I shall die content." The Tower Street 
premises being wanted for a railway station, sold 
for a fabulous sum. In due time Captain Helyar 
stood, as the dear Doctor had foretold, on his own 
quarter-deck, and after some years gained a sta- 
tionary appointment, enabling his wife and family 
to settle in a small pleasant home, where he might 
often be with them. 

There Chatters, head and chief in the nursery, 
grew young again ; a blithe, nimble woman, after 
having seen her troublesome husband really and 
ignobly buried in his *' mother earth." Pussy 
Cats have any number of lives ; any day her little 
hoard might be filched from her. Any night she 
might see " ghostesses." About eight years after 
Eunice's marriage, nurse Chatterson travelled with 
much haste and secrecy to Caristowe, summoned 
by the chaplain of a large Workhouse. She found 
the wretched Marmaduke at his last gasp, plausible 
and sanguine as ever. Willing to " clear his cha- 
racter," so he corrected his wife's stronger word 
—provided no person lurked with pen and paper 
" behind backs," to " nab him " out of his own 
mouth. " For I never was the black villain some 
folks would like to make me out, Prudence," he 
groaned. " 'Twas ill-luck all through — ^the devil 
a cheating liar — curse him. Bat if you'll stand by 
me, wife, TU keep the regular road, an' give up 
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spectnlatin' — my oath upon it, woman P Die ? not 
yet — ^not till IVe made something of mychanceB 
— ^no man ever had better. 'Tis that riles m€u 
Tm pledged to a fresh start, beyond seas an' con- 
stables. There was the Loositany — my old master 
went down in her. I give her an' him the slip at 
the last minute, having no mind to do business 
with Captain Stanisbrough for a partner. My 
profits was my own. I worked in the Colony 
amongst queerish traders, picking up all that came 
in my way, an' taking care of whatsoever I found. 

*'Heir wanted for the old Paradyse Palliss." 
That newspaper sent me back to England, very 
cautious, for Giles Helyar an' I was — not to say 
just cronies. The first night I come to Courta- 
Iai9S, spying a bit I run right into the peppery 
old Squire, an' got his grip on my throat an' bis 
cudgel like to batter out my brains. The dotard 
dropped quick enough an' too heavy. There was 
a young sailor treed in the wood hard by, so I — 
took care of myself nat'rally, an' when the heir 
set himself in possession I just writ him a fsAv 
offer. He was no fool, that lucky chap, but I should 
have brought him to his believing senses if you 
had not spoiled my little game. Prudence. 'Twas 
the loan of a sovereign or two I wanted, not the 
lock-up house an' the peeler. 

'^ My wife drove me over seas again, poor, mis- 
doabtin' tim'rous woman, but good fortune sailed 
after me. I had no need to be afraid of Gabriel 
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Cripps. A scmry sort of gentleman, haggling 
more than snited my notions of fair play, I 
thought I saw my way to a double stroke of busi- 
ness, and sent one claimant a searching, till I 
should have come to an honorable agreement with 
the other. 

" On board ship, once more, 'an this time I found 
snug quarters at Beggar^s Bush. Bare-a-bit ! 
twas the shabbiest trick of all the devil played me 
there — the devil and Justice Boulting. You see 
Mister Tim was one of us, as it were — we thought 
ourselves safe. When the drink's in the wit's 
out. I would not have hurt a hair of the med* 
dling boy's head. The fiery, tipsy fool got hold of 
the wrong story, an' had to be scared into holding 
his tongue. He showed fight ; there was a scrim- 
mage. We had been loading our gans for the 
ducks, an' drinking hardish. I tell 'ee they was 
upon us in a rush ; nobody minded aught save his 
€>wn skin. The Justice, he grabbed me along of 
those wild fowl> an' I as innocent, hadn't fired a 
shot the night. 

** Did you ever hear tell of a man walking to the 
gallons voluntarily, in a rotten rag of a coat? A 
bit of a wrench, an' I jumped the ditch clear .^ 
What are you saying? Justice Boulting 
not so lucky? That was a unwieldy gentleman's 
misfortune, an' no fault of mine, who never drew 
breath nor looked behind me, but took passage for 
Melbourne the very next . day, an' did the square 
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thing — ^handed over my papers to the man whose 
they was on his own terms. Put that- good deed, 
to my credit, Prudence. 

" The money Gabriel Cripps paid me did not last 
long, for all it was made so honest. IVe been 
often nigh to starving since^ an' sore tormented ; 
something a-driving me home to the moors/ 
■^here a cute chap can live quiet, after quiet years. 
Maybe IVe treated you baddish, Prudence — Tyq 
started on a new tack. Hal there 'tis again. 
Help! help I help yourself Justice Boulting — 
your prisoner P We will see about that — rascal — 
rascal." 

The wretched man exhausted himself in violent 
struggling, and, falling into a stupor, died at 
midnight quietly. 

*' God be thanked ! *' said Captain Helyar, when 
Mrs. Chatterson had told all the sad story. ^* Now 
I can speak. Your generous trust and sUence, my 
dear wife, I never shall forget. A.h ! Eunice I I 
have always held myself blameable. What I did, 

did in the first horror of a fearful conviction. 
By the side of Giles Helyar's dead body I found 
my Cousin Godwin's heavy stick. The stick with 
which I had seen him, a few hours before, beat 
— beat down everything in his path, relentlessly, 
with savage fury. 

" The old Squire doubtless took it up in mistake 
for his own. The crimson stain — the grey hairs — 
it was not a sight to reason over after all that had 
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gone before — ^the riotoxis evening — Grodwin*s con- 
dition and mj own bewildered brain. I threw the 
hideons accuser into a deep, bramble-hidden pit^ 
and fled demon tortured — my one desire to escape 
questions— my one resolve never to act the hated 
part of betrayer— avenger of blood — the advantage 
my own perhaps— a shameful death poor Godwin's 
penalty. Afterwards — ^it occurred to me that my 
conviction may have been over hasty. Some 
farmers in a railway carriage talked the accident 
over. I taxed my own clouded memory and 
doubted. Manslaughter is not murder — ^still I 
could never feel quite sure. I wrote to Godwin, 
told him the mess I was in, and invited him to 
clear me. He took no notice of my letter ; when 
at last we met he avoided me ; would not look me 
in the face, and seemed luxuriously to enjoy the 
property willed away from him — legally his indeed 
— but by what dishonourable means ? And after 
uU it was most likely the poacher's blood that 
turned me sick to delirium. Old Giles de- 
fended himself bravely. At least, my wife knows 
now why I grudged her so ill-gotten a prize in the 
world's Vanity Pair. God help me ! If being sorely 
dismayed I lost spirit and manhood, giving up the 
fight, and even when my appointment came, sail- 
ing away, *Paul et Virginie ' no longer in my 
pocket — hope no longer in my heart. 

^^ One noble man guessed all — the little faded 
book— my dear love, my dearer wife, my honour. 
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my life — I owe eyexyihiiig to onr beloYod Doctor. 
I think God has rewarded him double— I thiitk 
jou and I, Eunice^ can only live and die his grate*- 
ful debtors." 

Safe in Rodney's sea-chest the battered scbo^ 
prize was stowed away. A simple tale of love and 
loyalty, hallowed by the tonch of dead hands^ the 
remembrance of peril and parting. Captain 
Helyar*s survivors will know what to do with the 
poor pledge no longer valuable. 

Eunice kissed her husband tenderly. Not in 
excuse, but with tears and blushes, she said — 

** Why were you so patient with me P How 
came you to love me, to find out I was not quite so 
hecurtless as '*— 

He stopped her moutii and dried her eyes. 

'^ The very question I had to ask of my sweet 
wife — we were not too civil or even polite in those 
old days^ Eunice. Our faults and follies drew us 
together. Tour face, lovely and honest, took my 
eyes captive. An honourable enemy, beaten — ^is 
something more than a &iend — one^s own spoil 
and prey. Not that I * had always the best 
of the skirmishing. I knew myself no cowfU'd, 
I could afford to yield — when I thought you had 
neither loved nor trusted me — ^then I hated my- 
self, who might have won you but for my own 
pride and Aunt Persy's foolish blunder. It takes 
a noble woman to forget such a slight. What has 
become of the pickled crabs? Well— well— we 
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forgive — we are not faultless — ^we were made for 
each other/' 

He never let her see that the thought of her 
silly girPs heart had pained him. Undeserved 
blame sits lightly. At least, these two loved truth 
and loyalty. 

So the years passed on in as much contentment 
as usually falls to the lot of erring mortals^ bound 
to bring many a trouble on themselves. 

Godwin and Carol returned, after some years, 
with three girls to England, leaving an equal 
number of sons to manage the Canadian farm. 

Once more the twin sisters, on a visit at the 
Great House, sat in the lady's chamber talking 
till midnight beside the blazing peats. 

" I always told you we should be happy — rid of 
Paradyse Manor,'' said the plump, matronly Carol. 
"Say no more about it, Eunice. Godwin — but 
you can see for yourself — a country gentleman now 
— I have not a fault to find — ^work, because he 
must, has brought out all the hidden good in him. 
He is perfect — at least he suits mq — we shall take 
holiday together. Pussy Cat! Who could put 
faith in such an outcast P" 

She spoke with something of defiance. A 
loving woman and loyal wife, who would not even 
in thought judge ill of her husband. 

Eunice was glad, and let the matter rest. Pussy 
Cat's confession explained Godwin's behaviour. 

VOL. II. w 
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Not withont canse had there been mutual distrust 
between Bodnej and his cousin. Half truths 
breed whole certainties. Bodnej's refusal of the 
money, his strange letter— Grodwin's supposed 
silence-— Gabriel Cripps' illegality — ^it was not 
difficult to clear the mystery. Happy and beloved 
she still covets the best, but with a nobler insight, 
a higher meaning; building castles for her 
children. 

Her eldest boy will serve his country and retire 
an admiral — ^for the second, Felix — God grant 
he may prove worthy of the name— a life saver 
and healer. 

Only Angelica, the sweet little daughter, lies 
nearest her trembling mother's heart. So pure 
and tender a bud will surely be gathered to blossom 
in Heaven. 

If Thon shonldst call me to resign 
What most I loye, it ne'er was mine, 
I only yield Thee, what is Thine — 
Thy will be done ! 

Let US hope that Eunice and many another 
happy mother may keep each her angel, until for 
herself — 

The day break, aad the ahadows flee away. 



THE END. 



